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piling through journals at the hut of Jioare 
Of a sentence to begin with T thought. 

“The Journal at last” had been totally killed 
T’was something original T sought. 


Thank you c \ATollie, a digsmate of note, 
En Jloe voor al je “support.” 

Thanks to Tfacek for scanning away 
jftnd Jfattieu for challenges brought. 


Editorials are things T never read 
So would they read mine? T asked. 

Tt was on the Mitels that the JJuse came to me 
TVhile on a boulder T basked. 



Then there is $en: you are truly a Tonight 
That to my rescue did come. 

Tf you hadn’t helped me with this mighty task 
The journal wouldn’t be half as fun! 


Of lessons learned T will speak in this poem 
TVhile producing Journal 2 thou. 

The first was patience, a hard one to grasp 
TWhen you need the advert now! 

Jf you don’t make things happen, they never will 
So responsibility T had to take. 

Tnitiative was an art T had to master 
So as not to be burned at the stake. 

JJo expectations were to be on my list 
J^ny time of the day. 

<But this opportunity was the bestest of things 
That has ever come my way. 


Tn conclusion T voice what the club means to me: 
Tfbu have helped me to master my fears. 

<You are my friends and my family 
Tn these, the best of my years. 

C 


s 
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"And forget not that the earth 
delights to feel your bare feet and the 
winds long to play with your hair." 

Kahlil Gibran, "The Prophet" 






J a 



JJow the PT5 is an issue of great import 
That T feel T must address. 

3K nd if there’s a word that describes it all 
Tt is no other than STRESS* 

JJicrosoft TWord will not see me again 
disappearing acts are why. 

Tor TJoral draw T have a bitter-sweet love 
TTet finally it allowed me to fly. 

Jpegs, gifs, bitmaps and so 
Eps loves to confuse. 

T^Te 9£ and postscript are not allowed 
Jlr. printer, stop the abuse! 

JJow due to the Oscars that they show on T°l/i 
Thank you’s are not my thang 
<J}ut jftlex and jftndy, Sama and Sam 
Tflfere the greatest editorial gang! 


Xi As t r a 
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OBITUARY 

Duncan Elliott 

By: David Acott 

A postgraduate student in the Physics department at UCT, Duncan had completed alpine 
ascents in Africa, Canada, South America, Europe and Nepal before his untimely death. 
He was also a freelance writer, covering, among others, the 1996 Everest expedition for 
the Sunday Times. He died on 20 July 2000 after being fatally injured by an avalanche 
while climbing Huascaran in Peru. 

Duncan was never a club man. Not having been a member of the MSC for over 
five years, he was quite the opposite, and proved to be intensely individualistic. Why then 
should his life be of such significance to this club? 

His life and his wisdom hold many messages for our club. The fact that he was one 
of the leading alpinists at UCT, yet not associated with any club, begs the question: does 
the MSC have any role to play in servicing top-class athletes, and if not, how can it fulfill 
this role? 

Conservation is a topical issue that concerned Duncan. He was aware of the 
sensitivity of mountain areas, and embarrassed that the people of Cape Town had lost 
Table Mountain to a national park through lack of action. Duncan saw the natural beauty 
of Zuurberg, and believed that the MSC should play a pivotal role in actively conserving 
this property for future generations. It is for to us rise to this challenge. 

Some may describe Duncan as a harsh character to deal with, but he was always 
unquestioningly sure of himself and invariant in the face of opposition. If he believed in 
anything, he was never afraid to stand up for it. 

Finally, and perhaps most importantly, Duncan had a moral character. He would 
compromise his ethics, and in so doing, displayed a classic mountaineering personality. 
None of those present will forget Duncan's slideshow of ascending The Nose on El 
Capitan. Nor the Ungrateful Dead concert with which he ended the slideshow. 

Duncan once wrote: 'You don't choose alpinism: it chooses you'. Duncan, you were 
chosen. May you revel in the concert that is the hereafter. 
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CHAIRMAN’S REPORT 


T he 

1999/2000 
committee 
took over from the 
previous committee 
whose incredibly 
high standards 
would be very 
difficult to 
maintain. However, 
we started off on a 
high note with a 
sweeping victory at 
the 1999 SASSU 
Sports Climbing Competition. Our results in 
the Boland 90 were a little less successful. 
Perhaps the highlight of the year was the 
cocktail party -1 can't remember... 

Early into the co mm ittee term we held a 
strategic planning meeting where each 
committee member set themselves spectacular 
aims for the year 2000. Our mission was set to 
facilitate growth, experience and socialising in 
a responsible manner in the mountain 
environment. 

The summer vacation was full of 
activity, particularly on Zuurberg (see 
Zuurberg Report). Later in the vacation, club 
members Jelte Hammeijer, Carel Haumann and 
Jayson Orton ventured North to summit Mount 
Kenya, but their attempt was unsuccessful due 
to adverse weather conditions. This was not our 
only international expedition: David Glass 
and Mattieu de Villiers travelled to Madagascar 
in July to experience the sports climbing there. 

The Orientation Week stall was 
impressively and continuously well manned, 
leading to a record membership of 756 
members. 

Unfortunately the annual Journal was 
not printed by Orientation Week, but when it 
finally arrived in June, the delay was more than 
made up for by the quality - thanks to Kevin lies 
and Jocelyn Newmarch. February 2000 saw the 
MSC venturing into the Rag Olympics for the 
first time in many years. We were the only 
entrant to win more than one event: We won the 
men's Step Races (breaking Smuts Hall's 8-year 
win-ning streak) and the Ladies' “Anything 
That Floats” competition. 


The budget was tightly controlled and 
allowed us to survive unexpected expenses. 
Large portions of the budget were spent on 
equipment - bringing the amount of backpacks 
close to where they were before the thefts of 
1996. Climbing equipment was replaced to 
provide increased safety on club meets. 

The core activity of the club is its meets, 
which have been intensely successful 
including: 

• A mammoth Fresher's Country Meet 
(109 people) 

• Large concentrations of energy into 
conservation activities on Zuurberg 

• Diverse July vacation meets, including 
trips to the Fish River Canyon, the 
Drakensberg, Waterval Boven, two 
Transkei trips, one joint Amatola trip 
with Rhodes University Mountain 
Club, and the successful defence of our 
SASSU Sports Climbing title in 
Johannesburg. 

• Extensive use of Hoare Hut, with three 
very large meets in the first semester 
and the added bonus of over 60 club 
members ex-periencing the snowfalls 
over the first two weeks of this semester 

• Skiing during the Hoare Hut snow 
meets, facilitated by a substantial 
increase in skiing equipment. The ski 
lift is receiving much needed attention, 
and will hopefully be up and running by 
next winter. 

• Regular Wednesday evening slide 
shows of an exceptional standard, 
interspersed with a memorable Mafia 
theme Cocktail Party, a Cheese and 
Wine (Wine and Wine?) party which 
actually turned in a profit, the 
traditional Bam Dance, Sundowners 
and Ice-skating meets, the notorious 
quiz and an introductory slide show. 

• Impressively active climbing meets - 
including two large beginner meets at 
Montagu. Over 100 individuals have 
climbed through the club this year, 
thanks to Brett Hochveld, the Climbs 
Convenor, and his assistants. 
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# Development within the club this year 
has been extensive: 

# Over 100 club members have climbed 
this year a large portion being novices - 
with experienced club members 
providing knowledgeable training 
advice. 

# The open-door policy on hikes has 
continued - with many club members 
being introduced to the mountains 
through our easier walks. 

# Interaction with LEAF college, has 
continued, although this program has 
suffered due to the closure of LEAF'S 
residences, with joint meets now 
limited to Saturday Mornings. 

# The MSC development focus has 
shifted towards increasing the club's 
representation of the general UCT 
population. I believe this is an important 
move considering our decrease in 
diversity from 1993 (after the 
unification of the SATISU Adventure 
Code with the Sports Union Mountain 
and Ski Club). 

Training within the club has included a St 
John's First Aid course attended by 22 
members. The club should investigate more 
frequent Mountain Leadership courses, as we 
have a large number of experienced hikers who 
are not yet confident leaders. 

The Zuurberg Property remains the 
club's prime asset to be treasured. We are 
privileged to control pristine mountain land, 
and this provides us with a dimension of 
activity which other university mountain clubs 
can only dream of. The 99/2000 Witels season 
had no significant events, other than Gavin's 
fire. However, manage-ment of Zuurberg has 
been energetic, with progress being made in 
terms of road servitudes, farmer relations, 
reprinting of the Witels map, conservation, con¬ 
struction (and reconstruction) of the Loralei 
bridge, and developments towards having 
Zuurberg declared a Natural Heritage site. 

The Access saga with Robert Meyer 
continues... In November 1999 discussions 
were initiated in the hopes that personal contact 
would encourage an understanding in 
preference of going to court. Unfortunately, 
these discussions have not been particularly 


constructive, and our relationship has recently 
become more confrontational. 

Hoare Hut and Pell's Hut have been 
used extensively this year, and remain in fine 
condition, although there is always 
maintenance work to be done. For those with 
immense reserves of excess energy Mamocos 
Hut is perpetually in need of roof repairs. 

The club manages, but does not own, 
Zuurberg. There is a fine line between use and 
abuse, and I appeal to the club to ensure that our 
activities add, and not detract, from the 
property's inherent beauty. The danger of abuse 
is frighteningly real. 

The library is one of this club's 
underutilised assets. In an effort to improve 
accessibility, the transfer of books to the Main 
Library was investigated, but found to be 
infeasible. In response the portfolio of 
Librarian has been shifted to the Socials 
Convenor, in the hope of providing members 
with more frequent access to books. 

Finally, the climbing wall in Sports 
Hall 3 has been vastly improved over the last 
year - with an extension to the bouldering 
section and the acquisition of additional crash- 
mats. Thanks to Jamie Smith for his 
involvement, and for the organisation of the 
recent UCT Bouldering Corn-petition, which 
attracted over 60 climbers. 

The MSC committee has maintained 
extensive contact with other bodies over the 
past year: 

# Both the club's website 
(http://sportsclubs.uct.ac.za/mountain) 
and the mailing list have provided 
information for club members. There is 
scope, however, for more extensive use 
of both assets. 

# Regular meetings with the Mountain 
Club of South Africa (MCSA) have 
covered issues of common concern, and 
links between the two clubs have 
strengthened in recent years. 

# The MSC holds a strong position in 
sport at UCT with representation on the 
SASSU exec, strong involvement in the 
sports clubs server project and good 
relations with the Sport and Recreation 
department in the Sports Centre. 

# The club has strong relations with Cape 
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Nature Conservation, with involvement on the 
Western Boland Mountains Public Liaison 
Com-mittee; including extensive input into the 
founding constitution, and holding a position 
on the founding executive. 

All in all, it is difficult to conclude 
anything other than the strength of the MSC's 
current position. I do, however, have four areas 
of concern regarding the future of the club: 

1. Development of club members remains a 
concern - both at the top and bottom end of the 
spectrum. The club has a large, strong 
contingent of active social hikers and climbers. 
However, I estimate that over 40 percent of club 
members have never attended a meet. The 
reasons for this need to be determined and 
attended to. 

Unlike other international universities, 
UCT is not at the forefront of mountaineering in 
Cape Town, and the MSC has a 
disproportionately small percentage of leading 
climbers in the area. The club should look both 
to attracting leading individuals, and to 
supporting and encouraging members with 
potential in order to influence the future of their 
sport. 

2. There is, once again, a growing rift between 
'hikers' and 'climbers' within the club, which is 
ultimately detrimental to both parties. Much of 
the strength of the club is derived from the 
diversity of its activities, and it should look 
towards working together, acknowledging 
different activities but promoting unity. 

3. The activities of the club have been extensive 
this year. However, there is a danger of these 
activities becoming overly extensive, and we 
need to remember that the club's objectives are 
ultimately to facilitate mountaineering, and not 
to simply dominate other aspects of UCT. 
Given the limited manpower available for club 
administration, the club should keep the focus 
on mountaineering events when deciding in 
which activities to engage. 

4. Finally, there is a growing tendency - for 
which I am partially responsible - to become too 
serious about the club's objectives and 
activities. Ultimately all involvement is 
motivated by fun, enjoyment or some other 


desirable outcome - and I believe that this 
should be re-emphasised within club activities. 

A major development in the club has been 
discussions about the lack of its diversity. An 
initial meeting in mid-May with representatives 
from SHAWCO, RAG, LEAF, SRC and 
residences outlined the problems, and 
suggested solutions. As a result, the club has 
identified residences as key growth areas in 
terms of increasing our diversity, and is acting 
to establisha strongpresence withinresidences. 
While this program is only in its infancy, I look 
forward to the benefits it may bring - and thank 
Adriano Iorio for being the driving force behind 
initiating and conducting this program. 

Finally, on the development issue, the 
issue of attitudes comes to the fore. No matter 
how much we market the club, we won't be 
successful unless we make people feel 
welcome. I challenge all leaders in particular, 
and club members in general to rise to the 
challenge of making every participant welcome 
in the club, and getting them to love the club the 
way we do. 

My thanks to the entire 1999/2000 
committee. You have devoted endless amounts 
of energy to the running of the club - especially 
those in their second term of office, to whom I 
have regularly turned: Alan Matthews, Jamie 
Smith, Oliver Leinberger, Alex Brooke, 
Adriano Iorio, and the tireless Robyn Cullis 
who has just completed her third term of office. 

As I move on, I wish the incoming 
committee the best of luck in your endeavours - 
it is your energy that keeps the events in the club 
happening. Furthermore, I would encourage all 
those not elected to the committee to stay 
involved in the club - your active input is the 
added value which makes this club so very 
impressive. 

Here's to a superb club! I look forward 
to seeing you all somewhere in the mountains. 

DavidAcott 

UCT MSC Chairman 2000 

“I can't believe that it has been 22 years 
since my first ascent. Now, 57 ascents later, 
it is comforting to find a place that has not 
changed at all. ” 

Kobus Coetzee, Hoare Hut Logbook 
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TREASURER’S REPORT 


ZUURBERG REPORT 


W ith a membership of 751 this year, the 
UCT MSC was the largest club on 
campus. This notable membership 
has allowed the club to 
support and initiate 
many exciting activities 
and ventures throughout 
the year. Here follows a 
synopsis of the MSC 
accounts for 2000. 

Firstly, the club 
manages the Witels 
Account, which is linked 
to the revenue earned by 
the trail. This account is 
used to maintain the land and property as seen fit 
by the MSC. The opening balance was R313 
90.66. Financially it has been a dramatic year, 
starting with the fires in November in which 3 
MCSA chainsaws had to be replaced at a cost of 
R12 000. The MCSA were very generous and 
met the MSC half way on the replacement at 
R6000. Secondly, a new bridge for the access 
road to Waaihoek is being planned, and has been 
surveyed at a cost of R5300. The remaining 
R4732 of expenditure went to new signs, hut 
repair and conservation meets. The balance 
brought forward is therefore R24,458.91. 

The Club also manages the Special and 
Grant Accounts which had a total income of 
R48,461 and an opening balance of R11,674.70 
this year. These two accounts are used to support 
the club's ongoing activities through the year, 
with areas of expenditure ranging from 
photocopying costs to the annual Cocktail Party. 
Total expenditure this year was R42,764.16, a 
significant part of which was incurred by the 
investment of safety mats for the Sports Centre 
climbing wall at an extravagant R8000-00. The 
closing balance of the account is R18,165.36. A 
transfer of R12000-00 will be made from this 
account to the investment account in lieu of the 
insurance money left over from rebuilding Pell's 
Hut in 1997. 

To conclude, the club has enjoyed a 
healthy financial year, and is expected to 
continue with its success in 2001. 

Adriano Iorio 

UCT MSC Treasurer 2000 


Z uurberg is an 8000 hectare piece of 
mountain range that the UCT MSC owns 
and manages. The land lies at the centre 
of the Hex River Mountains near Ceres. 

This year Zuurberg has seen much 
action. First off there was a huge cold front that 
transformed the peaks of Zuurberg into a skiers 
paradise. The fine snow season was 
unfortunately accompanied by a serious 
accident which nearly cost a club member his 
life. 

Conservation 

The end of 1999 saw much hacking activity in 
the northern reaches of the property. There was 
the Skurweburg hack, the Heli-hack below 
Mitchell's Peak and a Witels cleanup trip in 
which large forests were cleared and their re¬ 
growth stemmed. The infamous heli-hack 
ended in smoke literally as an accident caused 
a large veld fire on the north-western boundary 
of Zuurberg, adjoining the Ceres Bewaar en 
Ontwikkeling property. Fortunately there were 
no accidents and the evacuation was successful. 
The fire burned 8000 hectares, spreading down 
to the Witels and the Breede Rivers, up over 
Mitchell's Peak and down to Vredehoek. The 
club lost a considerable amount of equipment in 
the fire and growing concern exists about the 
negative impact of the fire on the surrounding 
fynbos. In addition, hakkea infestation on the 
northern slopes of the property have been 
discovered and will need to be tackled in the 
near future. 

One of the positive aspects that have 
come out of these events, is the gaining and 
strengthening of ties with Working for Water. A 
verbal agreement has been reached whereby 
reciprocal assistance is extended from either 
side to reach a mutual goal of fighting the alien 
invaders. As a distinct advantage, the club has 
had access to the use of a helicopter for some of 
its hacks. A considerable amount of work has 
been put into having Zuurberg declared a 
Natural Heritage Site. This unfortunately has 
not yet been completed and will be on the cards 
for the next term of office. 

Witels 

The Witels is a spectacular river that carves its 
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way through the centre of the Zuurberg 
property. The area was frequently visited once 
again this year, and monitoring human impact 
will be recorded in future at the compilation of a 
comprehensive management plan. 

Due to dubious weather conditions in 
April, the Witels season was shortened until the 
end of March and two feasible alternative 
routes into the Witels were investigated as the 
current entry point is somewhat dangerous. 
Five policing trips were conducted during the 
peak season with no trespassers discovered, yet 
reports of illegal fishing were made. As the 
Witels flows off our property, this remains a 
problem. Finally, four official meets down the 
Witels were run over the course of the vacation. 


Access 
Zuurberg is 
not directly 
accessible 
from public 
roads, so it is 
necessary to 
cross over 


farmer's land to gain access. This is done via a 
servitude agreement. Currently the club has 
problems with a particular farmer in coming to 
a satisfactory agreement (see Chairman's 
report). The club has also been attending talks 
in Ceres aimed at bringing about one large 
Reserve proposed by the Cape Nature 
Conservation to protect the area. Zuurberg lies 
at the centre of the Hexriver Mountain Range 
and is one of the larger properties comprising 
this area. 

In conclusion this year has been 
excellent for the property, with much 
development taking place. Zuurberg has an 
enormous amount to offer to you as a club 
member. I hope every one of you takes the 
opportunity to explore this gem and remember 
that the pleasure we derive from the land can be 
given back in terms of service to the land. 

WolraadEuvrard 
Zuurberg Convenor 2000 
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FIRE AND ICE 
HEX RIVER HELI-HACK 


By: David Acott 
Leader: David Acott 
Date: November 1999 
Salvage team: Gavin Greenwood, Wolraad 
Euvrard, Matthew Britton, Richard Milne 
Other heroes: Jenny Hodson, Kerry 
Botha, Nick Milne, David Hartley 
Faders: Alan Matthews, Canadian Jesse, 
David Durret, Karl (? - who cares about 
faders anyway) 

F ollowing 
discussions with 
Working for 
Water and Cape Nature 
Conservation, 

November 26 saw 13 
students driving out to 
the Ceres 

Cricket Club on a cold, 
wet 'summer' morning. 

Phone call after phone 
call saw our departure 
time constantly 
delayed, waiting for the 
cold front to move 
through - until the Bell 
Jetranger helicopter 
finally touched down at 
15h00. 

Five trips by this 
tiny helicopter had 13 
students (now 
extremely excited) and 
all our equipment flown 
deep into the Hex River 
onto the slopes of 
Mitchell's Peak. Well, almost all of our 
equipment. Some idiots had placed their 
rucksacks in black plastic bags, which had 
in turn been confused with the garbage of 
the Working for Water teams departing, 
and placed in a dust-bin. And that's where 
the saga begins. 

That afternoon saw the rapid 
clearing and construction of a campsite, a 
brief recce to the nearest pines, and a near 
summit of Mitchell's Peak in order to make 


cell contact to locate the bags of 'rubbish'. 
Then supper, and to bed - for those whose 
sleeping bags hadn't been confused for 
garbage. The others slept in lots and lots of 
clothing. 

Glistening frost on the grass the 
next morning was a gentle reminder that 
the Cape mountains are never predictable - 
and an indicator of just how unpleasant a 
night without a sleeping bag can be. The 
crew eventually got moving, and after a 
slightly protracted 
breakfast, we made our 
way north to the 
nearest trees. Slowly 
more trees came into 
view only to be felled 
out of view. But as the 
sun arched towards its 
zenith, the Hex 
returned to its 
traditional summer 
oven-like nature - 
making some regret the 
late start. 

Stand after 
stand, grove after 
grove, the pines were 
meticulously eliminated 
- until we eventually 
lunched on a rocky 
outcrop at 14h00. A 
short afternoon session 
saw the first real use of 
chainsaws - and the 
rapid felling of a rather 
large forest. We 
returned to the campsite, leaving the 
equipment at the remnants of the forest for 
collection the next day. 

The third day saw the real action. 
While four people left us, walking out to 
Mitchell's Pass, the remaining nine 
returned to what remained of the forest, to 
continue the fight for good against the 
forces of darkness. It wasn't long before the 
chainsaws were returned to action, with 
trees falling left, right and center. 



1 







Enter Gavin Greenwood: 

Pinehacker 
extraordinaire, 
Madman deluxe. 
With one swing of 
his chainsaw, he 
fells a tree, which 
dislodges a 
boulder, which 
tumbles down the 
mountain, which 
sparks, which sets 
alight a small tuft of 
grass, which burns 
down the whole 
mountain. Well, the whole mountain bit is 
still to come, but the fire starts, and instantly 
the hack is abandoned, turning into an 
intense evacuation operation. 

The group split up. Those above the 
fire returned to the campsite. Those below 
fled down to the Witels. The chainsaws 
were stashed 'safely' on a cliff to be 'out of 
the reach of the fire'. The campsite was 
packed away in 30 minutes, and then 
submerged in a nearby sink-hole (together 
with Jenny's cellphone). We took only light 
daypacks as we abandoned the campsite 
in favour of the safety of the Witels, 
escaping the pursuing fire. 

Back in the tranquil Witels valley, 
everything suddenly seemed so normal, 
the concern over the fire a distant memory. 
As one group chose to exit down the Witels, 
the other left via Skurweberg and Stihl 
camp. Both groups walked through the 
ensuing darkness, and rendezvoused at 
the legendary Ceres 7-Eleven store (which 
had now closed, it being midnight). In the 
shadows of the Ceres Shell garage, this 
group devised a cunning plan regarding 
street signs about which you can ask any 
group member. 

A leisurely drive back to Cape Town 
saw us getting into bed after 2 am, after 
listening to Prodigy's Firestarter - loudly, 
and repeatedly. The next morning we told 
many jokes, and made plans to collect the 
stashed equipment. 


And so on the morning of 30 
November, 4 entrepid fellows walked back 
over hot coals, and through tufts of ashy 
bushes to our old campsite, which had now 
been totally razed as the fire passed 
through. The campsite equipment, 
protected by the water in the sinkhole, 
survived remarkably well, and responded 
brilliantly to a little sun. (The same could not 
be said about Jen's cellphone, though). 

The chainsaws were also a different 
matter. Molten lead poured off the ledges 
where we had stashed them, and we could 
proudly recognise both the bar and the 
motor - but not much else. In retrospect, it 
probably wasn't such a good idea to stash 
chainsaws next to fuel bottles. But in my 
opinion, a minimal loss of equipment is an 
acceptable trade-off for no bodily harm. 

On the morning of 1 December (the 
planned date of departure), the salvage 
team - together with all our equipment - was 
flown off the mountain back to Ceres, and 
returned to Cape Town with the equipment, 
thus finally ending the ordeal. 

Cape Nature Conservation's 
conclusion: Fire started by natural causes. 
My conclusion: Never go hiking with 13 
people. 



“I've always believed in “Carpe Deum”, but today's experience gives it a whole new meaning. Now I know that 
I have lived. ” Muzi M afterthe year’s first hut meet. 
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CAPE STORM FACTORY VISIT 



SUNDOWNERS @ 
LLUNDUNDNO 


2000 SOCiAL 
HiLiTES 


CHEESE AND WINE 


COCKTAIL PARTY: 

Masked Ball 
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SLIDE SHOWS 












D A YW A LK SAND WEEKEND HIKES 


PENINSULA WALK 

By: Richard Kahle 
Leader: David Acott 
Date: 19 February 

W hen David Acott had finally 
managed to escape his self- 
induced house-imprisonment, we 
set off on the first scheduled hike of the 
year. The ascent was a very pleasant 
meander through the misty pine forests of 
Constantia Nek along the winding concrete 
road that leads up to the Table Mountain 
dams. The peaceful walk was occasionally 
punctuated by the serene diesel splutter of 
passing forestry vehicles. We took our first 
break after about an hour on a set of 
conveniently placed rocks with the forests 
to our rear and facing a breathtaking view 
over the morning mists below and the 
crumpled grey clouds above. We 
quenched our thirst and politely declined 
the offer of a slice of old dry cucumber that 
had already been up three other mountains 
on previous hikes. 

We continued on through the forests 
and up the mountain, idly commenting on 
various lettuce look-alike shrubs and, on 
the whole, being glad that no botanist had 
joined us on our hike to tell us what they 
really were. The conversation took on the 
usual route from mundane comments on 
the surroundings though meandering 
comparisons between lawyers and 
engineers, along the 
compulsory rocky 
debate on where 
lawyers and 
engineers fit into 
humanity. We finally 
settled on the 
conclusion that since 
we were passing a 
water tap, it might be 
a good idea to stop 
for a drink. The 
familiar fynbos- 
brown water of Table 


Mountain was greeted by a surprised “it 
tastes just like water!” from one of the 
newer members of the MSC, and thus 
deemed drinkable. 

We had left the shade of the forest 
by now and had reached the top of Table 
Mountain. After filling up our bottles from 
the tap, we marched along the edges of the 
dams and finally arrived at the site of the old 
cable car that had been used to haul up 
equipment necessary in the construction of 
the dams. We decided to stop here for 
lunch and found ourselves a suitable rocky 
platform at the edge of a cliff with superb 
views of Camps Bay. After eating what we 
had brought with us, we felt no great need 
to rush off so we lay back on the rocks for an 
hour pretending to be comfortable. 

We finally stirred, and set off again 
beside the dams towards Skeleton Gorge. 
A short way into the gorge, Kevin lies 
spotted some disa, and went bounding off 
through thick fynbos to get a closer look. 
Three bright red flowers peered dumbly 
back at him while the rest of us patiently 
watched from the confines of the path. All in 
all we felt good (well, at least Kevin did) 
about spotting disa in bloom before the 
official Disa Expedition the next day up 
Myburgh's Ravine. The rest of the descent 
was the usual knee-jerking workout, and 
after a few slips and slides, we reached 
Kirstenbosch and its gravel roads, where 
we had a few more slips and slides. We 
came to the car-park feeling good about the 
day, luckily having remembered to leave a 

car there before 
the hike to allow 
us to fetch the 
other cars from 
Constantia Nek. 
All things 
considered, this 
was a very 
pleasant hike 
even after the 
previous night's 
rag party. 
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TRANQUILITY CRACK/ 

By: Christopher Young 
Leader: Adriano lorio 
Date: 15 April 

F ourteen members led by Adriano set 
out enthusiastically on this tranquil 
morning to conquer what is regarded 
as one of the best-kept secrets of Table 
Mountain. We ascended from the Camps 
Bay side of Table Mountain up 
Kasteelpoort. We were kept company by a 
contingent of school children. Hence we 
tried to maintain a rapid pace in order to 
demonstrate the mountaineering prowess 
of the UCT-MSC. During our breaks we 
were rewarded with an impressive 
panorama of Camps Bay, described by an 
American exchange student as “very similar 
to Malibu”. A debate ensued as to whether 
Lions Head indeed resembled a lion's head, 
the conclusion being that there is an 
imaginative, post-modernist resemblance. 

Once we reached the plateau, we 
headed down toward the Waterworks 
Museum and examined artifacts from the 
late 1800's detailing the water supply 
system of Cape Town. We also had a 
singular opportunity to explore the bottom of 
the historical dam admittedly no water was 
present. Lunch was beckoning and we 
pushed towards our destination: Tranquility 
Cracks. After several stops, detours and a 
near mutiny (we will have lunch NOW!), our 
esteemed leader finally produced the 
Cracks. These are amazing geological 
formations which evoke scenes out of an 
Indiana Jones film. It was like passing 
though a gateway into another world. We 
exited from the relative darkness of the 
cracks into a brightly-lit alcove with a 
stunning view of the coastline. 

The descent from the corridor is 
another story. It was a treacherous game of 
life and death. We had to tread carefully as 
not to go sand-surfing down the mountain. 
To keep our spirits high, some entertained 
us with their admirable repertoire of Disney 
Classics. It was a well-spent day and for 
some theirfirst trip up the Mountain. 


LITTLE LION/ HEAD MOON/ET 
AND /UNRI/E 

By: Nick Gibson 
Leader: Adriano lorio 
Date: 21 April 

04:30 hours, woken up by the inspiringly 
enthusiastic Top Gun soundtrack, I was 
wondering why anybody would want to 
spend the first morning of their Easter 
Holidays climbing up a cold, wet and windy 
Little Lions Head at five in the morning. The 
reason: a magical moonset, stunning 
sunrise and promises of a scrumptious 
skottel breakfast. 

Starting our stroll from Mount 
Rhodes, just above Suikerbossie, we have 
a brisk 45-minute ascent. Heading into the 
misty crown of Little Lion's Head we 
anticipate the much lauded majestic views 
from the top. Although the views of the 
coastline and Hout Bay are clouded over, 
we are nevertheless treated to the sight of 
Adriano all decked out with cooking apron 
behind the skottel taking orders for sunny 
side up or easy over. 

Ben is busy preparing some made- 
to-order filter coffee and decadent warm 
milk, Kerry is handing out much- 
appreciated hot-cross buns, Wolraad, our 
one-armed skottel gas carrier is taking a 
well-earned rest as Collette and Janet 
dodge the vicious homing white slices of 
bread and Nadia supplies the mayo. Now 
it's my turn for eggs, bacon, toast, fried 
tomato and boerewors. 

After a wholesome breakfast, wild 
oohs and aahs are let out as the sun rises 
and we were treated to a view of none other 
than...Sandy Bay. Once we had received 
our Friday morning newspaper delivery, 
Adriano was very keen to have a 'groupie' 
(that's a photo session) to prove that we had 
been there and done that. We then headed 
down to wake up the rest of Cape Town to 
the glory of a brand new day and Wolraad 
and Kerry rushed back to UCT to join the 
next MSC hike party to the Witels. 

Although the weather was less than 
ideal, and the temperature a bit nippos, we 
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were warmed by a spirit of fellowship and 
fun (or was that just the champagne?) 
Thanks to Adriano for a novel idea and 
excellent execution, and to all my fellow 
'early birds'for a magical morning. 

YOGA ON LION'/ HEAD 

By: Lisa Constable 
Leader: Jocelyn Newmarch 
Date: 7 October 

A t 5.00am on a Sunday morning, 
when even the birds should still be 
asleep, eight of us lead by Jocelyn 
assembled at the UCT info centre, our 
backpacks packed with a healthy breakfast 
and ourtired bones anticipating a climb. 

We arrived at Lion's Head just as the 
sky was fading to a deep marine blue. The 
morning air was crisp and fresh and as the 
sun rose, we were able to see a brilliant view 
of the ocean ahead and the city heights 
behind us. Mists swirled above the sea at 
the base of the mountains but the sun 
sparkled on our backs a sure indication to 
the start of a beautiful day. 

When we reached the summit, we 
were pleased to set our packs down and to 
relax. The stretching yoga exercises helped 
to get our blood circulating. When the strong 
winds made balancing on one leg simply 
impossible, we submitted to our breakfast. 

Slowly, the low-lying mists began to 
swirl up higher and we watched as a blanket 
of cloud rose up about us like wispy drapes. 
The mist began to circulate and pass over 
us and the wind became fierce, so we 
started our descent. At this point, the 
heavens tumbled down on us and icy cloud 
soaked our hair and faces. Eventually we 
made our way back to the cars our fingers 
numb from the cold and goose bumps on 
our legs. We concluded that Cape Town 
weather really does have a mind of its own! 

The English translation of the 
Hebrew term “spirit of God”, is “air”. I really 
felt that we were surrounded by the full force 
of nature and the breath of a powerful God. 
It was a humbling experience. 


How fast to get from Waaihoek to the 
car park: 

(By J. Stankiewicz (BSc. Maths 
and Physics, BSc. (Hons) Theoreti¬ 
cal Physics, MSc. Geophysics) and B . 
Knights (BSc. (Hons) Chemical En¬ 
gineering, MSc . Control Engineering - 
well soon enough!) 

Given: 

Altitude 

Car park 750 [m] 

Waaihoek 1948 jm] 

Thus: 

h ~ 1200[m] 



Initial estimate (ignoring air resistance): 

1 9 

s = ut+ -gt 2 
but u = 0 



I 1200 

= \l 2 *- 

V io 

= V240 
~ 15.5[s] 

More accurate estimate: 

Assume terminal velocity of 80 —. 
This is reached after t = y = 8 [$]. 

The distance travelled in these 8 sec¬ 
onds is: 

1 9 

s = -gt 2 

= — * 10 * 8 2 

2 

~ 300[m] 

The remaining 900m will be travelled at 
terminal velocity (80™): 


v 

900 

80 

= 11.25 [s] 

Thus the total time is approximately: 
8 + 11.25 = 19.25[s] 

Dave A: Address 
criticism in this space: _ 
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FRESH MEAT 

FRESHERS COUNTRY MEET 



By: Nadia Neophytou 
Leaders: Adriano Iorio and 
Wolraad Euvrard 
Date: 26-27 February 
Group: FresherOOl, Fresher002, 
Fresher003, Iresher004, Fresher005, 
Fresher006, Iresher007, Fresher008, 
Fresher009, RresherOlO, FresherOll, 
Fresher012, Fresher013, Fresher014, 
Fresher015, Fresher016, Fresher017, 
Fresher018, Iresher019, Fresher020, 
Fresher021, Iresher022, Fresher023, 
Fresher024, Fresher025, Fresher026, 
Fresher (109 Well-shaped pieces of 
Fresher flesh - ask Charles) 


“Do one thing every day that scares 
you” 

-Baz Luhrman, Sunscreen 


H iking up a mountain in the 
middle of nowhere...sleeping 
without shelter...insects 
crawling into my sleeping 
bag.. .snakes.. .these are just some of the 
things that scare me. 

Prompted by 
the empowering 
advice of the popular 
song by Baz 
Luhrman, I decided 
to face my fears by 


going on the Freshers Country Meet. But 
before I went, I needed to know what to 
expect. Despite my trying to get an 
honest girl's perspective from Ruth of the 
too-close encounters I would 
experience, she assured me, as did 
everyone else, that I would have nothing 
to worry about. But I was a fresher, was it 
not obvious that I was still going to worry 
about the unknown? 

Well, it turns out that I didn't really 
have anything to worry about. Nothing 
that should it have arisen, couldn't be 
solved by the brave leaders of this rocky 
adventure: Adriano “I-can-carry-two- 
back-packs-and-a-guitar-on-my-back” 
Io-rio and Wolraad ‘Uust-look-for-the- 
clumps-of-rock” Euvrard. 

The experience was amazing: I 
loved meeting 109 people, although 
I think I might've only met 72, sleeping 
under the breath-taking stars, eating 
2-minute noodles prepared by Chef Gus, 
learning the full version of Frank 
Sinatra's “NewYork” with Jenny. 

I am eager for the next trip to the 
“Hoare House” 
and can't wait to 
conquer more of 
my fears.Baz 
Luhrman, eat 
your heart out! 
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CHILLING ALL THE WAY 

Krom River Hut Trip 


By: Russell Shaw 
Leader: Tracy de Villiers 
Date: 1-2 April 

A fter arriving at the start of the hike in 
the midst of Du Toit's Kloof, eight of 
us: two South Africans, one Pole, 
three Hollanders and two Yankees, set off 
in anticipation of a moderate hike in the 
warm late-afternoon sunshine. After just a 
thirty-minute stroll, we stopped in front of 
what happened to be our hut for the 
evening, and what a great hut it was! 
Considering the brevity of our walk, we all 
felt that we almost didn't deserve such 
luxury! 

For the remainder of the afternoon 
we ventured up and down the Kromriver, 
skipping over the stones and discovering 
some breath-taking natural rock pools. 
The water was crystal clear and mind- 
numbingly cold, but then who cares when 
all you want to do is plunge into it from the 
highest point possible? An image that will 
stick with me for some time is that of a 
peak behind one of the rock pools being 
completely coated in a glowing pink light 


as sunset finally arrived. Luckily we were 
able to build a steady fire within the hut 
upon our return, cook some fabulous 
pasta and savour some of the finest wine 
Tassenberg had to offer. Unfortunately the 
next day was windy and overcast, 
squashing the idea of another bathing 
session. Instead we opted for a beautiful 
5km circular walk, which included some 
fantastic scenery of the surrounding 
terrain. Somewhere near halfway Tracey, 
our gallant, fearless leader, got a little lost, 
so some of us climbed the nearest 
available rock-faces whilst she ran all 
over the place trying to rediscover the 
path! This she accomplished with ease, 
and within twenty minutes we were back 
at the hut. Fortunately some of us ran 
ahead so we could have one more dip in 
those fantastic pools before heading off 
back to civilisation again. 

This hike was an absolute pleasure 
to be a part of, and for anyone seeking 
some time and relaxation away from the 
relative stress of varsity, this is the perfect 
meet! 



IT'S BACK! ITS BETTER! ITS...uhhhhh, COOL?!? 

IF YOU HAVE NEVER EXPERIENCED THE PAIN OF 
CHILDBIRTH, OR HAVING YOUR KNEECAP DRILLED 
OUT, NOW IS YOUR CHANCE. 

THE ANNUAL RACE FROM THE PARKING LOT TO OUR 
HEXY HUT IS HAPPENING THIS WEEKEND. 
WATCH THIS SPACE FOR MORE DETAILS, DISPLAYED 
ON A POSTER WITHOUT WORDART (I hate WORDART!) 

SIGN UP BELOW...(and come back tomorrow to see a 
_ nicer poster) ____ 
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THAT ARANGIES THING 
Arangieskop Trail 


By: Kate Sherry 
Leader: Dave Glass 
Date: 15-16 April 

Group: Ruth, Dave G-E, Anita, Kate, Ira^ema, 
Nicky 

S aturday dawns on the infamous parking lot 
of the Info Centre. It seems deserted, but 
this only becomes a reality when two cars 
speed off towards the Swartland, laden with 7 
intrepid hikers (6 of whom have graciously 
forgiven hiker no. 7 for oversleeping yet again). 
Valiant in their denial of approaching tests, they 
prepare to take on one of the Western Cape’s 
toughest trails (not counting those that don'thnve 
hot water at the hut...). 

A brief foray into Robertson yields the 
last essentials: chocolate, provisions for sun¬ 
downers, oh, and bread. The experience also 
acquaints Dave Gwyn-Evans with the finer 
points of Shoprite’s dress code. Shirts on, we 
head off for the starting point, in an impressive 
display of 3-point turns, led by Dave ’’The 
Leader” Glass, and ably matched by Ruth. We 
resist the temptation to climb into the breakfast- 
type food prepared by some be-powdered and 
be-lipstickedBellvillers, and set our faces towards 
The Mountain itself. 

Hours pass. Slippery mud paths carry us 
upwards, through rich fynbos and in and out of 
steep gullies. ’’Steep” is more than descriptive, 
and we make fresh acquaintance with the laws of 
physics as we remember all the things you don’t 
really need for a 2-day hike. Thankfully, swathes 
of thick white mist obscure the actual dimensions 
of the peak, and we trudge along contentedly. 
Dave ’’The Plant” hops happily in and out of the 
proteas with his little pink book, we take a long 
lunch and a very brief swim, and eventually find 
ourselves cresting the shoulder of Arangieskop. 
What breath we have left is whipped away 
Farmlands spread out under blankets of white 
clouds below us, and with that old bear-went- 
over-the-mountain feel-ing, we look across the 
valley to another range of rocky peaks. 

On the jeep track towards the hut, our 
sense of wilderness, wonder and achievement is 
somewhat deflated by the sight of a tractor-load 


of day-trippers disappearing back down a road 
into the valley. But we are soon glad of the hut’s 
limitations in the ”back-to-nature” department. 
Big, stone, double-story, complete with donkey- 
boiler for hot showers, it lives up to its 5-star 
reputation. While the boys round off the day’s 
exertions with a run up the peak, the 5 ladies 
stretch out on the lawn (!) with tea and back issues 
of Reader’s Digest. Blissfully detached from all 
things academic, we soak up the afternoon sun 
and contemplate the view. As the sun sets, Anita 
and Ruth’s engrossing chick-talk is interrupted by 
the call to sundowners, and we end the day 
perched on the mountainside, warmed by a good 
day’s work and good old Robertson jerepigo. 

Supper follows, back at the hut, and we 
try to make our array of packeted, dried and 
powdered goods seem as appetising as the 
cordon-bleu meal happening across the room 
(tough one, especially after Ira^ema and Kate’s 
meal lands on the floor for the second time). 
Before long, we are crawling into our sleeping 
bags, strategically placed on the balcony for 
stargazing - not that that goes on for long... 

We wake to benefit from our sleeping 
strategy again as the sun rises across the valley, 
and we survey the sight from our beds across 
steaming mugs of coffee. After breakfast, we 
hang around just long enough to scavenge from 
the pile of untouched Woofworths goodies left 
by our hut-mates, then we set off back down the 
mountain. 

The trail first ascends the peak proper, 
and the view is even more spectacular. We pause 
to remember the legendary Mnr. Arangies 
himself - a local teacher whose ’’thing” was 
reportedly to saunter up the peak every so often, 
setting off at eight and flashing a mirror at his 
pupils from the top at midday. Ja, Oom Stevie, 
whatever... 

From there, it’s down, down, down; a 
knee-jittering route that follows a stream along 
which we pause once in a while to gaze at 
waterfalls and nibble at Woolies Orange 
Pancakes. Nicky munches happily on her granola 
(seems Americans like it dry for lunch), until she is 
lured into heated defense of human rights by 
Dave’s ”1 feel worse about a species of plant 
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dying out than a bunch of people getting 
massacred somewhere..." 

In no time, we're sprawled on the grass 
next to the cars, knocking back a last cup of tea, 
and passing round the last of our provisions (one 
Swiss Miss, half a slab of chocolate, and one 
instant pudding: concentration lethal). 

Stemming the tide of exhaustion on the 
sugar rush, we're back in the cars and heading 
home. The realities of Cape Town and varsity 
loom, but not quite so darkly, against the 
knowledge that the breathtaking world out there 
still exists, and we'll be back... 


LOGBOOK ENTRY: “Most NB: 
Food was great although there 
were a bit too many onions” 

Bridget 


Sugar is evil 

Sugar is a mood-altering drug that is the 
root of all evil. The consumption of sugar 
results in a sudden increase followed 
shortly by a prolonged decrease in sugar 
levels in the blood stream. This 
hypoglycemic reaction turns strong men 
into lazy weaklings. Instead of increasing 
activity, sugar causes drowsiness and 
weakens the immune system's defense 
against bacterial infections and 
degenerative diseases. It is only 
acceptable to eat sugar during or directly 
after strenuous exercise when muscles 
can absorb the glucose rapidly for 
recovery. See 

http://www.rheumatic.org/sugar.htm for 

references to scientific publications. 

Mattieu de Villiers 


Aabk’# Fart Chart 


Mai/e 



• 

1 

a 


4 

5 

1 

Poor show eat 

some more 

beans 

Better head 
for the Pew 

The 

Relationship 

Maker 

The Pew 
Demolisher 

The battling 
Gun 

a 

Please go 
outside next 
time 

The Slab- 
Splitter 

The Acott 
Annihilator 

The Classic 
Zuurberger 

The 

Buffelshoek 

Blowout 

a 

I said outside! 

The 

Relationship 

Ender 

The 

Fonteintjies- 
berg !&#$-up 

The 

Sleepingbag 

Ripper 

Don't light 
matches near 
this one 

4 

You keep 
Heinz in 
business 

Silent but 
Violent 

The Adderly 
Street 
Aftershock 

The Tulbach 
Earthquake 

The Hex 
Evacuator 

5 

You ate 7000 
eggs for 
breakfast 

Dave's in form 

The Rastas 
Exterminator 

The Hoare Hut 
Evacuator 

Sadam Hussein 
wants you for 
Chemical 


Extract from the Hoare Hut Logbook, courtesy of Mark Johnson, dated 1999 
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BERGSIG STANDS TALL 



BERGSK IS GETTING BITTER AKID BETTER 

Things are eventually quietening down/ around the furore/ over 
calling/ South African Port “Port’ and/ Sherry “Sherry”. Wine/ 
producers of South Africa/ have/ five years to change/ the/ names of 
these wines. 'But Bergyig' iyut waiting. Their luteyt “Porty” have/ 
been released/ under the name Cape Kuby and/ Cape LBV (Late 
Bottled/ Vintage). Namey that wdd probably yet the trend/ for alb o 
other “Porty producedV throughout South Africa in/ the time to | 
come. s 

The Lategan family, whohas'beenfarvneryyince 1843, hay 
further espandsed/theln vision. A new, state oftheartbottling/plunthasbeen installed 
and/uymcdlbarrelmuturation cellar wasput into operation. Vedicated/ yony Louly, 
Ve Wet and/ Plum tooh over and/ are building' on/ their father Prop'y yolid/ and/ 

successfulfoundutionontheBytate. 

In total/, 250 ha of viney are planted/: Sauvignen/ 
Blano, Chardonnay, Cabernetsauvignon/, Herlot, Shirag, 
Tinta Barocca and/ Touriga Nacionab. The conyiytant 
quality atBergyig-can only come fromthe fineyt fruit and/ 
thiyiyhighlighted/by thefactthat only aymallpercentage 
of proxluction iy yelected/ for winey releayed/ under the 
Bergylg Bstate label. Thiy iy evident when you open a 
BergyigBytatewine. 

THE AWARDS 

Vuring/thepreytiglbuyl999 Veritas Awards, BergsigBrutwas-theonly spanklingwine 
to receive a gold/ medal. And/that yjuytthetip of the iceberg'. TheBytatewalkedaway 
with nolessthanll modalyatthoye Awards. Toadd/tothiy, threeBergyigwineyhave 
been announced/ the Beyt Value wine in their categories by theWine-of-the-Month- 
Club-. 

The B state alyo excelled/ at the Worcester Young' Wine Show 2000 where five 
Bergyig winey were pronounced/ Class Winnery. The Bergyig Chardonnay blend/ 
(wooded) w as chosen as Champ ion Vry White TableWine. This wine went on tobe 
chosen asthePeserveChwmpioninthe category WhiteTableWine atthe2000 South 
AfruunNationalYoungWineShow. 

Internationally, the 1999 White Kiver Chenin Blano way awarded/ a Cold 
medal at the Vinalies Internationales 2000, which/ was held in Paris in february 
2000. 

THE VISION 

The lategan fdmllyl dedication estendsbeyondthe making of gocrd wine. They have 
alyo committed/ to the conyervation/ of our precious natural 
heritageforpoyterity. A portion/of theBergyigBytatehasbeenyet 
aside/ as a yanctuary for the rare and endangered yuurpootfie 
geometrie tortoise. Withthehelp ofthellX bayed Wildlife for All 
and the local primary ychool, Bergyig/ is able to monitor these 
tortoises annually andenyurethecordXnuationofthiyypecies. 

A nd may their wines prosper! The B stately motto “getting 
better and better” iy reflected in a/ new range of elegant labels, 
more in beeping with the quality and individuality of their 
wines. 

Lety toast to Bergyig and the Lategany, catering for a/ 
sophisticated market that demands more than f ust good vu ines. 










FOR THE LOVE OF MEAT: THE COOK'S STORY 

HOARE HUT BIRTHDAY PARTY 


By: Ruth Woudstra 
Leader: Ollie Leinberger 
Date: 13 April 


I n a perfect 
world, 
everybody 
eats meat. 
This thought 
dominated 
my mind 
moments 
after investing 
in 10kg of 
mince-meat, 
and realising 
that I had un¬ 
intentionally 
under- 
catered for the vegetarians. To add to my 
discomfort later that day, I outrightly 
af/ssedthe entire vegetarian population in 
front of a group of friends without realising 
that two of them were in fact vegetable- 
loving peoples...! 

Curry and rice aside, the cooks 
and decorators ascended Waaihoek on 
Friday to prepare for the Hut's 29 th B-day. 
Great fun was had decorating each other 
with shaving cream (thanks Dave Acott) 
and stealing Peppermint Crisp shavings 
from the dessert-to-be. Our specially 
assigned Point Hi waiters - Gavin, Jacek 
and Wolraad - surprised the group of 




debilitated partygoers with a glass of 
(chilled?) champagne. 

The theme, Formal with a dash of 
Daring carried off well (cleavages ahoy!). 
MC Greg HUTtonsquire said a few words in 
honour of Hoare Hut, and dinner was 
served, all preferences being catered for. 
Dave Glass provided great background 
music, strumming The Greatest Hits of the 
Eighties on the Hoare Hutt guitar (boy, we 
really need a new songbook...). Transkei 



Mud (minus the stolen bits of Pep Crisp...) 
was enjoyed and followed by a dee-vine 
chocolate cake baked by Kerry's mom 
(Mrs. Botha, you ROCK!). 

Conclusively, I ended up having 
over-catered for everybody. But my 
advice to anybody cooking for 40 people 
is this. The simple way: cook vegetarian. 
The self-analysis way: take a close look at 
your companions and their eating 
preferences. If they don't eat meat, 
buddy, then it's time to wonder who your 
friends really are! 
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WHAT DOESN'T KILL YOU MAKES YOU STRONGER 

Annual Waaihoek Race 


By: Anita Louis 
Leader: Ben Knights 
Date: 14 October 

Competitors: Mattieu, Gavin, Nick, 
Anita, Annabel, Ruth, Chris, and Greg. 
Spectators/ Marshals: Ben, Ant, 

Kerry, Mike, Ailse, Magilee, Val, Alex, 
Anthony , Stephan. 

Stalkers of the night: (very late 
arrivals): Dave “Charles” Glass, Steve 
Bretherick. 



F or 8:30am, the morning of a 
race, the people gathered at the 
info center were far too chirpy 
for my liking. We managed to leave 
Cape Town on usual MSC time, to 
arrive at the car park leading up to the 
Hoare Hut around eleven. A group of 
smiling marshals/ supporters left at 
mid-day while the 8 competitors 
(Valkensberg fugitives) weighed in 
and made sure that their packs 
weighed 15% of their body mass. This 
was great for the girls who were able to 


hand over heavy items to the beefier 
men. 

We couldn't have chosen a hotter 
day. In fact it was the perfect day to 
head off to Clifton 4 th . At 13h00 Ben 
“blew the whistle” and Greg, Mattieu 
and Gavin shot off in a reasonable jog 
like mountain buck, while the rest of 
us fell into a fast walk. As the gradient 
increased so did the heat and in no 
time at all I was “glowing” rather 
brightly! 

The group evened out and soon I 
was alone. I caught up to the 
supporters at middle pool and I think 
that if I were to have died that day, it 
would not have been due to 
exhaustion, hut to envy of them having 
lunch in the cool shade by the water. I 
tore myself away after treating myself 
to a sip of water and a “happy sweet”. I 
plodded on, step after step, up and up. 

Kerry and Ant, who had walked 
up earlier that morning, had left a note 
of encouragement under a small rock, 
promising cold beer and Coke at the 
hut if we got there before they'd 
finished it. Despite new motives, by the 
time I reached Rocky Band, Nick was 
getting a little too close to me for 
comfort. We stopped simultaneously 
for a rest. There he was... 10-15 meters 
below. Silence. We stood still, like 
staunch cowboys giving each other the 
heady eye”. Who would dare cross the 
line into the other's territory? The sun 
heat down on our shoulders and arms. 
Beads of wet salt glided down our faces. 
A telepathic conversation began as 
Nick psyched himself: “I've got to heat 
her. She's a girl! ” Letting my spirit drop 
I thought: “He's a guy, It's ok if he 
passes me.” I think I will always hear a 
grudge for him taking the first step. I 
understood his stride perfectly, a 
declaration: I am not done. 
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The build-up began: first the 
violin's, then the trills, add 
the guitars...got the beat 
with the drums and I felt my 
body fill with the spirit of Def 
Leppard's Action. (You'll 
have to use your 
imagination - I had a 
Walkman.) The song's going 
“Everybody wants a piece of 
the action... it was suicidal 
‘cos she was my idol...” (oh 
come on now! You're going to 
have to help me out a bit 
here. Close your eyes... at 
least try to imagine it! ) 

So anyway I tear down the path 
in a full-on sprint all the way to the 
hut. Legs burning. One goal: get there 
now. Only to find, that it's the wrong 
hut! (I'd only been up to Hoare Hut 
once before but this was Pells hut - 
now that's the kind of thing you just 
gotta remember.) The plod to the finish 
was not a happy one. When I arrived at 
the hut (the right one this time) 
Mattieu and Gavin were seemingly 
fully recovered and I was awarded a 
cup of water for my achievement. (Ant, 
that was a really sick joke about the 
beers and Coke!) 

Congratulations to Mattieu 
"Greenhead" de Villiers who came in 
first in a time of lh38, 17sec. Closely 
followed by Gavin “Barebum” 
Greenwood in lh.43, 51 sec. Well done 
to Nick Croukamp with 2h27, 35 sec 
(no hard feelings) followed by a the 
“Psycho” (How'd I get that name 
anyway?) Anita Louis in 2h30, 20. 
Euth “Woodbra” Woudstra and 
Annabel stolled in tie at 2h53, 04 (the 
lucky buggers managed to squeeze in a 
swim too.) Chris (not sure of 
surname) did very well with 3h06, 40. 
I have great respect for the Energizer 
(never say die) Greg “Squatton- Hire” 
Hutton Squire who despite a terrible 
asthma attack clambered up the 


mountain in 3h 16,10. 

The evening was 
wonderfully relaxed and 
mellow and we were spoilt to 
a choice of penne or spagetti 
arabiata prepared by two of 
the French girls. Superb. 
This was followed by 
transkei-mud for puds, 
(yum yumm, thanks Euth). 
Great food, great company 
and before we drifted off into 
a pleasant sleep, we nursed 
our wounds by giving each 
other massages. 

In contrast the next 
morning was cold, wet and windy, 
which spoilt various peoples plans for 
the next day, so we were all home in 
time for lunch. 

With the Olympics over and 
looking back, I found and article by 
Christina Farrand Case, an Olympic 
cross-country skier. I would like to 
share this exert: 

“So what is this Olympic spirit? 
Well, the motto of the Olympics is "Swifter, 
higher stronger.” Ultimately, the Games 
are not about striving to reach beyond 
what you see as possible.. In my ski racing, 
fve noticed three main obstacles that 
come in quite quick succession to tempt 
me not to do my best. They are: "I don't 
even want to try to ski well." "OK, Ill try, 
but I don't have what it takes." "Well, Ive 
had what it takes in the past, but I don't 
have it today.” In one form or another, 
thoughts like these often confront us when 
we're striving for excellence. 

For me, the first thought, I don't 
even want to try to ski well,” is usually 
accompanied by a desire to do something 
easier or more fun. Sometimes I give in and 
sometimes I don't. But I've found, 
everytime, that accepting the challenge 
courageously is so much more rewarding 
than apathy. ” 

Thank you Ben for organizing 
the challenge. See you all next year! 
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"I thought VOU (aid ASPEN" 


By: Ben Knights 
Leader: Nienkevan Schaik 
Date: 22-23 July 

~We surveyed his 
w I territory, scanning 

-M. -K. the white 
landscape with his $3000 shades. 

Although there was a slight icy 
breeze blowing, his goretex shell 
and goose-down inner kept him in a 
warm cocoon. The dazzling 
colours of his designer ski-suit 
contrasted sharply with the 
brilliant white of the snowfield 
surrounding him, making him 
immediately conspicuous and 
attention grabbing. He could feel 
eyes probing him, examining his form, and he 
loved it. Skiing was not about the snow, or the 
speed. It was not about the adrenalin or the 
cigarette adverts. It was about the show - 
impressing the ladies and making the men green 
with envy. The thrill was diluted anyway; the 
emergency crews on standby, helicopters 
nearby, a clean, clear snowfield with no 
obstructions, state-of-the-art equipment. What 
could possibly go wrong? 

Once he was sure he had every eye 
focussed on him, he preparedfor the descent. A 
well-practiced flick of his golden mane, a 
stylish shuffle in the snow, and without even a 
glance downhill he was off. 

Something was wrong; the field did not 
seem quite as pristine as expected. There were 
big grey things all over the place. He also 
couldn't see the helicopter crew. Why did his 
designer skis seem a little less responsive than 
he expected? What was going on? 

As he sped downhill at phenomenal 
acceleration, he realised he may have made a 
slight miscalculation. This was not skiing on a 
pristine Swiss Alp, or a carefully manicured 
American Ski-slope. This was skiing in 
AFRICA! 

A ski slope, with real rocks and zero 
manicuring, was what awaited an eager group 
hiking up Waaihoek towards the end of July. 
The trip had been hastily put together to get as 



Skiing at our Hexy Hut 

many people as possible into the snow-capped 
Hex River mountains before the more common 
path around the water cycle was 
resumed (i.e. liquid and gas, no 
solid phase). 

Around thirty people were 
able to make the ascent, with our 
mighty leader, Nienke, beating a 
path through the snow and ice. It 
was my first ascent with heavy 
snow, and I couldn't believe the 
difference it makes. The mountain 
looks very strange, and extremely 
beautiful. It is a lot harder work 
pushing through the snow than 
when it is not there, but definitely a 
lot of fun. When we finally reached 
the hut, I was exhausted. 

It didn't take long for everyone to regain 
energy to start skiing. The hut is really well 
equipped with old, but fully functional skis. 
Most people managed to find boots that fitted, 
and the fun began. Beginner's classes (where I 
started) were held right outside the hut 
entrance. A slightly more advanced slope (i.e. a 
slope) was down to the river, and then various 
levels of difficulty could be found all the way up 
Waaihoek peak. More adventurous folk went 
exploring, seeking the ultimate stretch of their 
own snow and there was plenty to be had. 

Skiing is difficult, but only if you want 
to look like a pro. It's as easy as B.Com to have 
fun, and falling in the snow is a lot better than 
falling on a rope (or a rock). 

There were enough snowboards around 
to add some variety to the whizzing forms all 
over Waaihoek. The hut has only one 
snowboard, but a few keen boarders took theirs 
up for the weekend, and were most generous in 
giving lessons and opportunities to try them 
out. 

I was thoroughly impressed by the level 
of skiers in the club. There are a number of 
really hard-core snow-jockeys, and plenty of 
people who learn extremely fast. I found myself 
pleased as punch to pull off a single left turn 
even though I ended the run by completely 
embedding myself in a bank of snow. However, 
there were plenty of first-timers doing some 
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impressive things, at really impressive speeds. 
Thinking back on that weekend, I have four regrets: 

1) I didn't ski enough 

2) I didn't take enough photo's 

3) I only stayed one night 

4) Only about 30 people were able 

to go up 

That weekend ended up being one of the most 
enjoyable I have spent at the hut, and I was truly 
sorry to come down. As a recommendation the next 
time there is snow up there, no matter what you are 
doing, get hold of the Huts Convenor and get 
yourself onto a skiing trip. How many people in the 
world can claim to have skied in Africa? 
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“This is surreal: 2 hours drive and 5 
hours walk away from Cape Town. 
This stuff is really good for the 
soul!” 

Taryn Gray 
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BARONEE, GAAMAE AND SKYPIE 
A Trip Down the Witels 


By: Andy Louis 
Leader: Adriano Iorio 
Date: 8-12 February 

Other cool people: Steve Bretherick, Briony 
Parkes, Dave Glass, Wolraad Euvrard, Lisa 
Coop and Richard Tanner 

S teve & I were working up in Jo'berg when 
I got this call from Adri saying that he had 
two places open on his pre O-week 
Witels trip, and would we like to come along. 
So we quickly organised to do a job in Cape 
Town, which ended the day before the trip 
started. Very convenient! And that's how we got 
to go! 

We left the Info Centre around 2pm, 
after waiting for ages for various members to 
finish faffing around. We got to the car park a 
while later (hey, we're still on holiday so time 
doesn't really matter anyway!). We started 
walking up the mountain at a nice, leisurely 
pace. This was my first major exercise this year. 
(It's tough driving & being flown around on 
business during your vac...) 

We got to Middle Hut just as the sun was 
setting (a night ascent epic, bru!) It was 
beautiful - worth the long slog up the mountain. 
And not to worry, Mr. Civil Eng. (Richard) is 
working on putting in an escalator just in time 
for the next Witels trip! I was initially thinking 
of putting in a cable car from the car park to 
Point Hi, but the escalator idea seems like more 
of a challenge (and Engineers mos love a 
challenge!) This would be no problem seeing as 
more than half the group consisted of Engineers 
(4 Electrical & 1 Civil). Cool! 

The hut eventually appeared in the 
distance. This was my first time staying over at 
Hoare Hut. ( What?! You're in your 4 th year and 
you've never been to The Hut?\) Ya, so I've been 
a bit of a nerd the last three years... 

Anyway, back a happier topic: The Hut. 
Hmmm, very nice - very nice indeed. Not quite 
The Hilton, but it will do. Who needs 3 phones 
& a fax machine anyway! I could easily stay up 
here, away from all my creature comforts for a 
week or two. And no cell reception! In the mean 
time, Dave pretended to make beautiful music 
on the guitar, while Wol & Adri prepared dinner. 


We ate like Kings (and Queens!). Wol started us 
off with some toasted cheesy things, I'm not a 
hundred percent sure what it was, I just 
remember it tasted yummy! Then Adri whipped 
up a scrumptious Beef Stroganough (sp?). And 
for desert we had custard. Now that we were 
sufficiently stuffed full of food, the next 4 days' 
culinary delights never ceased to amaze us. 

Next day the group heads down the hill 
and into the water.... Brrrr...! 

Lisa “It's too cold” (not liking the frigid waters) 
Dave “Don't know how to spell “cold” (finds 
absolutely everything hilariously funny) 

Steve “Stick Figure” doesn't care about much 
just happy to be on leave! 

Adri: “No worries” is playing Leader very well 
Wol: “Access denied” is still having fun 
Andy “Laugh a minute” bounds down the river 
Richard “Access requested” is playing 
chivalrous gentleman hiker dude 
Briony “You can call me Doc” cautiously 
negotiates each obstacle. 

Now walking down a river sounds 
really easy and it is, except when there are great 
big boulders in the way and lots of water. And 
the sun doesn't shine much down in the gorge. 
Every now and then we had to float our packs 
across vast surfaces of water and swim. Dave 
found great pleasure in ferrying everyone's 
bags across on the lilos. It's difficult to say for 
sure what excited him more: splashing about in 
the water like a little boy or making arbitrary 
tugboat sounds! 

We partook of very long lunch lurks in 
the sun, periodic bouldering problems (Dave & 
Steve the climber dudes) and lots of meaningful 
chattering. The overnight camps involved 
sleeping on a mini-beach by the side of the river. 
This was when Andy was introduced the 
phenomena called" Arsehole"! 

The name of this card game is a little 
off-putting at first, but once you get into it you'll 
find the game incredibly addictive. Many 
rounds were played, resulting in lots of position 
swapping! Adri started out as President, but was 
quickly dethroned by Lisa, then Briony and 
eventually yours truly but not for long! Richard 
rose from Vice-Arsehole to President in one 
very cunning set of cards. Bummer. But hark, 
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Steve (who didn't want to play) had a pair of 
binoculars. He strategically perched himself on 
a nearby rock and focused in on Wolraad's 
cards. I gave periodic glances over to Steve, 
who mischievously communicated the vital 
info to me. Alas, I was busted by Dave, who 
noticed this secret communication and could 
not resist blurting out that I was cheating! I 
protested that I was not, but merely required a 
little bit of help every now and then. 

When the sun had set and we'd finished 
our scrumptious dinner, we went to sleep. Well, 
some did. Others stayed up and chatted. Lots. 

And so that's basically what we did for 
the duration of the trip down the river. Almost 


everything had a funny side, especially the 
food. Baronee and Skypie for lunch, along with 
Gaamae to drink. Mommy would be proud: 
almost every night we had veggies with our 
meat and pasta or rice or whatever other super- 
yummy stuff Chef Adri provided us. It sure beat 
the plain old pasta & sauce in a packet + water + 
milk (if you feel like spoiling yourself). I 
enjoyed an added dimension to hiking cuisine 
proper food, like fresh veggies and fruit, along 
with your standard issue hike food: chocolate, 
sweets and peanut butter. 

To summarise, it was a very relaxing, 
chilled-out, and easy-going hike. What a totally 
rad way to start the year! 


1 .a How many compulsory swims are 
there on the Witels trail ? 
b How many of these are on UCT 
property ? 

2. Who was the General and what did he 
command ? 


3. What is special about McNaughts 

swim? 

4. On what club meet do you find the 

motto “If you can carry it, it's too 
small” ? 

Answers on page 60 
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AM) IRADiliOM’ Rosalie Juckes and a 
cynical look at Hoare Hut. 


“Planning stages of the operative completed. 
Progress has been made with numerous vital 
projects undertaken or completed, including large 
and numerous items to Pells Hut. Hygene in the 
hut improved. General reconnaissance 
undertaken. General hut cleanliness improved. 
We're 
moving on, 
people. 

Ben 
Knights, Huts 
Convenor 
2000 


“Sitting here, admiring this viev^ I 
can't help thinking this is the best 
toilet experience in the whole 
damn 
world!” 
Ernest F 
sharing his 
thoughts on 
“The Pew” 


"Who 
could have 
known that 
the kitchen floor wasn't supposed to be 
black!?" David Glass in response to 
the kitchen clean-up in February. 
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THE CEDERBERG ON THREE LIMBS 
Ceder berg Trail 


By: Ge off duToit 
Leader: Andy Louis 
Date: 24-27 April 

Team members: Nicole Beau-mont, 
Geoff du Toit, Christina Jongens, Gavin 
Greenwood, Geoff Fox, Will Robinson, 
Charlotte Montel, Garren Fish, Harald 
Sodemann, Niel van Niekerk 


a steep climb that worked off all the 
stresses of the past few months. The 
highlight of the climb was sitting at the 
base of a waterfall half way up, looking 
down at the cavernous valley as the 
water was swept away below. We camped 
that night in a hut on the saddle of a peak 
somewhere above Algeria. Geoff and I 



T he Cederberg is one of those 
places you have to visit at some 
point and once there, you'll 
probably be back many times. This was 
my first trip back in many years, and it 
now holds even more magic and memories 
than before. 

Having recently broken my wrist I 
was hesitant to sign up, but then what is 
an adventure if there isn't going to be 
some challenge to it. I soon realized that 
what you can do with two hands you can 
easily do with one but don't take me the 
wrong way there!!! 

We drove through early on the 
24 th and once at Algeria quickly sorted 
out our packs and tents. We started with 


opted to sleep outside, and soon got 
branded as the "Geoff squared". It was a 
truly magical experience. I hadn't seen 
stars that bright, or in such mass for a 
very long time, and despite a cold wind I 
couldn't possibly have left such a 
stunning canopy. 

The following morning we were 
woken by a "perlemoen sunrise" no, not 
some take on a tequila sunrise, but rather 
the sky was littered with colours, which 
as the light cascaded off the clouds, give 
a surreal effect. We were soon packed up 
and on our way to the crystal pool hut. 
We made good progress through what 
I'd imagined as ‘stone-age fortress'. 
The crags and cliffs forming ramparts 
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and walls. Garren was in his element as he 
raced around finding rocks to climb; 
often leaving us amazed as he scaled 
boulders seemingly without effort. The 
Cederberg is a prime bouldering area 
because of its peculiar rock formations, 
and may soon have a bouldering trail to 
boast of. 

The clouds had steadily been 
building and around lunchtime we 
realized it would probably rain later. We 
arrived at the crystal pool hut and seeing 
as the clouds were still holding, and we 
were curious to see more, we charged on 
ahead. The rain caught us between huts 
and we resorted to tenting below the 
"Anvil". As we waited for the rain to 
break, we crowded with haphazard 
precision into Andy's 3-cum-ll-man tent! 
Asshole was the game of the evening, 
though who was the biggest asshole I 
couldn't judge. 

The next morning we woke to some 
light rain, which soon passed. As we 
broke camp and walked back towards 
Crystal Pool we left the rain cloud behind 
us, the sun broke through and we got 
some of those picture-postcard views. 
After a steady climb up to the sleep-pad 
we lazed around drying in the sun over 
lunch. Will, Harald and I climbed one of 
the nearby peaks which turned out to be 
one of the tallest peaks in the range. 
Meanwhile the others headed for the 
Sleeppad hut where we spent our last 
night. 

Moments after another beautiful 
sunset, a chill wind rose through the 
valley and as we struggled to heat our 
water, all thoughts of sleeping outside 
froze. We slept like sardines in a can 


that night, which went down well with 
some and not so well for others. 

We woke to an icy wind, 
challenging the circulation in our soon 
numb fingers as we cleaned plates and 
spoons from the previous night. It was a 
stunning day and once out of the natural 
wind tunnel we strolled back down to 
Algeria. We had quite a comfortable, 
leisurely climb, but judging from the 
dropped-jaw stares we got as we arrived 
in camp, we weren't looking too hot. So 
we made sure we stopped to immerse 
ourselves in the river, with me doing my 
submarine impression as I swam with a 
bandaged forearm high and dry out of 
the water. Once cleaned and having 
played one final round of asshole, we 
headed back. 

We thought we had come to the 
end of our Cederberg adventure, but 
were proved wrong as our intrepid 
leader, Andy "Alesi" Louis rolled the 
"Mafia" mobile (a red, quasi-Ferrari 
Mazda bakkie) as we raced down the 
mountain pass. His comment afterwards: 
"It's a miracle, after I rolled the bakkie 
the radio started working again!" The 
owner's comment on their vehicle 
afterwards: "Well if we put another hole 
over there we'd have a smiley face!!!" 
Thankfully the bakkie still drove 
afterwards and we got back safely and in 
time to raid Andy's digs!!! 

Moral of the story: 

a) don't drive with Andy unless you've 
got your seatbelt on (actually, that's 
true of most MSC club members!) 

b) Don't let broken limbs inhibit you 
from taking part in trips like these! 
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M.I.3 THE 3 ADVENTURES OF ANDY'S BLUE GROUP 

Drakensberg Trip 1 


By: Christina Jongens and Anita Louis 
Leader: Andy Louis 
Date: 23 June-1 July 

The Blue Group: Andy Louis (Leader), sister, 
Frances Hulbert, Alex Brooke (they're cousins), 
Bridget Magni, Jacek Stankiewicz, Sam 
Becker, Neil van Niekerk, Tracy de Villiers, 
Christina Jongens and Gavin 'the horse' 
Greenwood 

# Cape Town to Cathedral Peak 

We all arrived really early at Andy's house the 
day after the last exam. The sleep in our eyes 
and the cold induced brain dysfunctionality 
didn't stop the 11 hikers from realising that they 
were not going to fit into 3 cars. Mafia (the red 
bakkie for those not in the know) was loaded 
like a furniture truck with Daniel shoved in the 
middle. 

This did, however, not dampen the 
spirits of the enthusiastic group as we headed 
for Bloemfontein...or somewhere close by. 
Mafia fared well, but Torbin's car wasn't as 
lucky. His clutch decided that 1 st and 4 th gear 
would have to be sufficient to get to the 'Berg. 
This marked the start of the many car problems 
experienced on our trip. While the rest of the 
group warmed themselves and watched rugby 
at the BJ's in Colesberg (clearly the place to be 
on a Saturday night, okes!), Torbin's car limped 
along after being “fixed” in Worcester. The 
*&$# cold night spent in the deserted Colesberg 
caravan park gave a hint as to the origin of its 
name. 

The next day went almost without a 
hitch and we even managed to squeeze in 
another person (enter Tracy). Torbin's car, after 



being "fixed" in Bloem, collapsed in 
Harrismith. But Mafia came to the rescue and 
ferried the two carloads to the Cathedral Peak 
campsite where we met up with the others. They 
had a leisurely drive up from Durban (and down 
from Jo'burg), arriving after lunch. We arrived 
after supper. 

• The Hike 



After an extended brunch and waiting for Andy 
to drop Ben's group off at Monk's Cowl forest 
station, we set off. Progress was good until the 
Oracle misread the Great Book of Gummy 
(Andy misreading the map), but a small detour 
put us back on our way. Despite the steep 
incline, Tracy and Sam insisted on collecting 
“pretty rocks”. 

Camp 1 was on One Tree Hill where 
water shortages were first encountered, so Gav 
and Andy scampered off in search of this vital 
resource while we set up the tents. After supper 
Andy treated us to one of his infamous bedtime 
stories that starred a monk; Paddington Bear; 
Cartman; McGyver; G.I. Jane; a pregnant 
Catherine Zeta Jones, Jamie Lee-Curtis, the X- 
Files... you get the picture? 

Day 2 started with an early morning 
stretch class, as we waited for Chris and Gav to 
pack up. The breakfast to lunch stretch was a 
leisurely stroll through rolling hills. But on 
entering the valley the sun was hidden and it got 
COLD. After a very brief lunch we started the 
long, steep, slog, uphill. 

The slow procession up the mountain 
was punctuated with comments ranging from 
“Daddy, how much further?” (Repeatedly 
asked of Andy), and “Man, is she on steroids?” 
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(Jacek referring to Sam), to “How high are we? 
Have we passed 2950m yet?” (Jacek trying to 
beat the family record). The top of the 
Mhlambonja Pass was a welcome sight as we 
scrambled onto the escarpment, huffing and 
puffing because of the thinning air and sheer 
exhaustion. The rapidly 
developing symptoms 
of frostbite motivated 
us to set up camp 
further down the river. 

However, Neil refused 
to waste a good 
afternoon and 
sauntered down to the 
(frozen) river for a 
quick dip he always 
liked to be clean around 
the girls! 

Day 3 was a late start (10am). After 
suffering from a severe case of vanishing paths, 
we decided that we didn't need them anyway 
and just let Lotti (our Shepherd) lead the way. 
Playing in the snow was fun until late that 
afternoon when we had to re-route directly up 
Cleft Peak due to the amount of snow on our 
original path. At 3281m (or 3284m for Lotti) 
most of the group reached their personal best. 
The Fuzzy Cuzzies (Alex and Frances), who'd 
been playing 'Truth' all day, expressed their 
excitement by dancing the Can-Can on a small 
ledge to the rest of D'Berg. The exhilaration 
wore off as we realised we needed to find a 
route down. The combination of ice and snow 
posed a problem. So with tent and ski poles in 
hand we cautiously climbed down the 
escarpment back into Lesotho. 

The cold of that night was significantly 
lessened when Tracy brought out the O.B.S. 
Everyone tried to settle in for the evening. But, 
after much contention as to what really 
happened under the flysheet after dark in the 
Greenwood's (Chris and Gav's) tent, Tracy went 
undercover in the guise of a masseuse...! 
Raucous noises were heard from Andy's digs 
(very large 3-man tent) as Neil begged Frances 
and Alex to invite Andy to their tent for 
massages. However, Frances and Alex 
dismissed these requests as an overdose of 
testosterone from the large amounts of peanut 
butter at lunch, (or more accurately, the dad- 
and-a-half of chocolate consumed in secret in 


Andy's digs. 

Day 4 The Day of Great Thirst. The 
previous night had by far been the coldest. This 
was especially felt by the tent that left their fly¬ 
sheet unzipped - they will remain anonymous. 

We descended via Organ Pipes Pass and 
down Camel Ridge. 
The scenery was truly 
awesome, seen by some 
of us at high speed as 
they tumbled down the 
mountain (Anita and 
Chris). By lunchtime 
we hadn't found any 
water and had long 
finished our meager 
reserves. So, while 
Andy went in search of 
water, we sat and 
fantasized about juicy fruits and ice-cold Coke. 
Andy's mission was unsuccessful and it was 
declared that the next water stop camp 4 would 
be set up. By 2pm we were basking in the sun 
only 4kms away from the hotel. 

That night we were once again treated to 
a bedtime story, this time by Lotti - complete 
with infomercials contributed by the rest of the 
group due to her frequent forgetting of the story, 
punch line etc... Yet another reason why this 
hike truly was "a laugh a minute"! 

Friday morning moved quickly. We 
were back at the campsite by 10. The rest of the 
day was spent by most of us relaxing and 
waiting for the “hardcore” Drakensberg group 
while Gav, Chris and Jacek quickly showered, 
packed their bags, and left for the Amatola hike. 

• Cathedral Peak Campsite to Cape 

Town 

“And the hikers saw where they had walked. 
Thus the mountains and peaks were conquered 
and all the hills that surrounded them. On the 
fifth day they stopped roaming and decided to 
rest. ” AnitaLouis 

Friday afternoon: Cards were numerous and 
chocolate was plentiful. Arsehole was to be 
played until Andy became President...and it 
took all day. The calm and peaceful campsite 
atmosphere was pierced by loud and 
uncontrolled laughter by the now clean (due to 



24 



a relay of showers) hikers who were lying on 
the grass, moving periodically to follow the 
sun. The tension mounted as the sun slipped 
below the horizon, and we dreamt of the 
scrumptious buffet dinner we would be 
attending that evening at the Cathedral Peak 
Hotel. But we could not go until the 2 nd D'Berg 
group were down from the mountain. Our 
hunger won over as our saliva dripped down 
our chins and we left without them. On 
entering the hotel we were immediately aware 
of the fact that we were lacking a certain 
amount of class. However, we put on our best 
behaviour and approached the dining hall 
where we were met by the Maitre 'D. The 
manageress walked over to help attend to the 8 
scruffy strangers. After looking us up and 
down, she informed us that they were 
incredibly full and that they would not be able 
to help us. Our stomachs couldn't wait, so 
Frances politely excused us: “It's alright 
thanks” she said quietly, “I think we've still got 
some lentils...” her voice fading off slightly as 
she lowered her eyes. 

Back at the campsite we each dug 
through our bags and found our “Emergency 
food”. In next to no time we sat down to our 
own enormous buffet. Starters consisted of 
CRAP (Chocolate, Raisins And Peanuts), 
Smash, crackers, peanut butter and raw two- 
minute noodles (they're just like chips.. .if you 
use your imagination!) 

Now cold and merry Alex finally 
coaxed the group into playing Truth, and the 
eight of us climbed into Andy's digs. The two 
guys were rather shy and embarrassed at first to 
be introduced into the woman's world. We 
laughed until our stomach muscles couldn't 
handle it anymore, and yet, at the back of 
everyone's minds was the concern for our 
fellow hikers who still had not returned. 
Thanks for the entertainment, Sam. 

Without too much trouble, despite the 
lack of a clutch, we all made it home 
safely... somehow. 

Various prizes were awarded for excellence: 

The Gourmet Food Award 

The competition for the Gourmet Food prize 
was very stiff and of an exceptionally high 
standard. Sam, Jacek and Tracy bashed it out 


with the Fuzzy Cuzzies and Lotti, with Chris 
and Gav on their heels. The scrumptious 
evening meals from the Fuzzy Cuzzies faded 
disappointingly, while Chris and Gav 
maintained their gourmet standard. One gold 
star was awarded for their 1kg of syrup that was 
defrosted every morning by means of hugging. 
A consolation star was awarded to Neil who 
brought extra food. He thought that Andy 
wouldn't bring any because on the last hike he'd 
eaten so much of everyone else's food. Even 
this time he (as leader dude) had the right to 
taste everyone's food. Thanks to Anita who 
made sure that Andy's digs did not survive on 
chocolate and peanut butter alone. 

Multiple gold stars were awarded to the 
Fuzzy Cuzzies for their drunken shopping trip 
after their last exam. Great confusion was 
incurred whilst in their intoxicated state and 
they had to keep starting from the top of their 
shopping list. They had to go back the next day 
(staying far away from Forries) for the rest of 
the stuff on their list, the end result being that 
they had as incredibly large amount of 
munchies. 

The overall gourmet award was given to 
Sam, Jacek and Tracy. This was undoubtedly 
deserved as they received firsts for creativity, 
presentation, originality and nutrition. To 
mention just a few items off their menu, Sam 
treated her tent group to burritos, beans and 
peanut butter sauce, tofu, curry and pita bread. 
Gold stars could be exchanged by the leader for 
either back massages tea in the morning. 

The Wipe-Out Award 

Frequent flyer miles were awarded to Chris and 
Anita for their originality and creativity with 
their airtime. Voyager would like to thank them 
for their loyalty and hope that Voyager can 
assist them with their travels in the future. 

and finally... 

Bad Hair Day Award 

There was a large amount of dispute as to 
whom this award should go to, as there were 
many nominees. But it was considered that Neil 
be redeemed from this great honour due to his 
grace in sparing us from seeing his hair on most 
days. However, the artwork shown in his hairdo 
once it had been washed at the campsite, out-did 
anything seen by the judges before! 
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Facing the Dragon 
Drakensberg II 


By: Ben Knights 
Leader: Ben Knights 
Date: 23 June-2 July 

Hikers: Dylan Brown, Mike Marconi, Daniel 
Ribeiro, Torben Wiborg 

I t started in a moment of indecision, a matter 
of weighing up. Fish or Dragon, which will it 
be? The ’’once in a lifetime” part of me 
wanted Fish, but the deep inner part of me, the 
part that knows best, wanted Dragon. The 
decision was made when I had half an hour to say 
yea or nay to the Fish. Dragon it was to be. 

The fun really started when the original 
leader decided that his priority list did not have 
’’Dragon” at the top. He asked if mine did, and 
after much contemplation and soul-searching I 
realised it did -1 would tackle the Dragon head- 
on. This brought many feelings of trepidation, 
fear, and excitement! The adventure was on. 

Much work was to be done, but since all 
that is incredibly boring, and all that needs to be 
said is that Andy Louis did a fantastic job of car 
shuffling and overall organising to make it all 
possible. The cars were going to be crammed to 
bursting, but the trip was on. 

Early one Saturday morning, a large 
group of bleary-eyed hikers met at the Louis 
Estate to pack gear and get going. After throwing 
out the 3 hairdryers Anita wanted to take, there 
was more than enough room for all, although 
Daniel was to endure 10 hours in the back of a 
very stuffed bakkie. He accepted his plight with 
joviality, and swore he would be quite 
comfortable. We set off The trip to Cathedral 
Peak was without incident, until we hit Worcester 
(i.e. 1 hour later, in case you missed the sarcasm) 
and lost the clutch in Torben’s car This was the 
start of clutch problems that plagued the entire 
trip to our Mighty Lizard, yet could not stop us. 
Could it be that providence had given her 
warning? We laugh in the face of danger! 
1700km’s without a clutch, doing almost the 
entire trip with only 1 st and T gear - both 
Torben’s and Alex’s driving was superb. Not 
wanting to take the damaged chariot through the 
pass, it was left in Harrismith. Andy did the trip 
from Harrismith to Cathedral twice in one 


evening, and the occupants of Torben’s vehicle 
arrived to find their tents pitched and ready for 
use. May the names of those who did the pitching 
echo through the Halls of Fame for eternity. 

Monday dawned with no small amount 
of apprehension on my part. This was the first 
day of a series that could very easily end in 
disaster. What would the days ahead hold? What 
was the Dragon’s breath going to bring us? Would 
we save the fair maiden and return victorious, or 
would the fire of the Dragon blast us and remove 
even our quiet memory from existence? How 
long are these painful poetic incantations going 
to continue? We packed our bags and left. 



The planned route was to start at Monks 
Cowl, heading up via the Sphinx to the Middle 
Berg. We would be camping at Keith Bush Camp, 
and then reach the escarpment via Gray’s Pass. 
The second night would be spent in Didima Cave. 
Wednesday we would look for Yodler’s Cascades 
in Lesotho, returning to the escarpment to camp 
in a cave below Ndumeni Dome. The last day on 
the escarpment would be a haul from Ndumeni 
to Twins cave, crossing Cleft peak. Our route out 
was to be via the Bell traverse, back to Cathedral 
peak. 

We reached Monks Cowl forestry station 
quite late, and were only able to start hiking at 
12pm. This did not leave a lot of time to reach 
Keith Bush Camp, and we really had to push quite 
hard. Leg muscles had to be brought to life after 
atrophying during the long road trip. By twilight 
we were quite close to the site, and although there 
were feelings that we should camp short of Keith 
Bush, we pushed through and made it just before 
dark. Those too exhausted to walk any further 
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collapsed, but recovered sufficiently to prevent 
the others (in worse condition) from slipping into 
lifelong comas. Supper was hastily slapped 
together, and then the comforts of sleep were 
actively sought. The temperature was 
unexpectedly high, and down sleeping bags were 
uncomfortably hot. 

We woke up bright and early, and then 
went back to sleep until a more reasonable hour. 
As we were about to leave, the distant drone of a 
helicopter started getting louder. Sure enough a 
few minutes later a massive chopper landed at our 
camp. Two well armed men got out, and to our 
dismay, the chopper left - so much for a free ride 
to the top. It turned out some rangers were going 



to set up camp to keep an eye on the roving 
Basotho. We met more rangers halfway up Gray’s 
Pass who assured us that the Basotho were peace- 
loving people who never, ever stole from hikers. 
This did little to explain the high tech weaponry 
each of them was carrying (rabid dassies?) 

Apart from a worrying deterioration in 
the state of Mike’s and my feet, we got to the top 
of Gray’s Pass without incident. Unfortunately it 
took us a bit longer than hoped, and it was still 
quite a stretch to Didima Cave. We were game for 
it though, and kept walking. At the top of the 
ridge we encountered our first serious snow. 
Traversing it was both tiring and frightening, as 
any uncontrolled slipping would send you 
straight off a large cliff. I was far happier once all 
the snow crossing had been completed. The sun 
was already quite low when we realised we would 
not make it to Didma that evening, and we looked 
for a suitable spot for the second evening’s camp. 
At an altitude of 3335m, we were not 
disappointed with our spot. Water was provided 
by snow, and the sunset was unforgettable. 

The next morning we woke up quite early, 
and actually got up this time. The trend was set - 


early mornings, long days, short breaks, and late 
stops. Today the plan was to head into Lesotho to 
find Yodler’s Cascades. Thereafter we would 
head up Ndumeni Dome, to find a cave with a 
view of some repute. We rounded the peak as 
described by the map, and happily headed into 
Lesotho. At this point we were right on the edge 
of the map, and much of the visible landscape 
was absent from the map. Warning bells should 
have rung, but didn’t. 

Heading down the river valley, we found 
beautiful ice structures, frozen waterfalls, and 
plenty of amazing scenery to keep us enthralled. 
Regular checking of the map, however, was 
starting to bud a worry deep inside me. The 
landscape fitted. Well, almost. Something wasn’t 
right. I put it down to being so close to the edge 
of the map and kept going - a stitch in time... 

Progressing along the river, we did not 
find the amazing cascades. We saw some smallish 
cascade-type things, but not what we were 
expecting. The neck I was looking for to indicate 
our return to the escarpment did not seem to 
arrive. Eventually it appeared - but still wrong. 
The compass readings were close, but not close 
enough. The landscape behind the neck did not 
fit the map. Now that bud of worry was starting 
to bloom. We didn’t have any other choice - and if 
I really tried I could fit the land to the map. So we 
continued, presumably heading back to the 
escarpment and Ndumeni dome. 

Rounding a spur we found Kraal K - the 
kraal that Dave Acott had shown me on the map 
that was to fall right under the K of 
DRAKENSBERG. Thank goodness - the map 
was fitting again - almost. We spoke to the head 
of the kraal, and with Dylan’s Zulu and plenty of 
hand signals the route to Ndumeni was clearly 
indicated. It was going to be a tough climb, but 
necessary. It ended up being one of the most 
difficult sections of steep ground I have ever had 
to ascend. Both Mike’s and my feet were in a poor 
state, and pressing into the heels on the uphill was 
masochistic heaven. We eventually topped out, 
and were looking forward to seeing the 
escarpment. But it wasn’t there. Ndumeni, 
however, seemed to be ahead, so we set off. 
Suddenly every peak in the area looked like 
Ndumeni. With the sun low, and temperatures 
dropping, we sought a camp spot, and found it 
just below the summit of Ndumeni (or so we 
thought). Water had to be carefully extracted 
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from a grimy stream surrounded by horse 
droppings - yummy... It wasn’t so bad if you 
closed your eyes and drank quickly (to avoid 
feeling the squiggling solids). 

We were up and walking even earlier, and 
finally were able to see the escarpment - on the 
hazy horizon (i.e. now we knew: Ndumeni 
definitely wasn’t Ndumeni). The distance was 
depressing, and mildly mind-numbing. Without 


setting, exhausted. It had been a long day, but 
there didn’t seem to be a decent camping spot. 
Eventually we were forced to dig and kick 
sufficient space for the tents to be laid. The 
Kestrel was even more cramped with an 
immovable lump taking up valuable sleeping 
space (no, I’m not talking about Torben). 

This particular evening proved to be the 
coldest since Colesburg. Ice had already caked 



any other options, we headed for the escarpment. 
This involved a number of ridge crossings, and 
finally a huge descent into a river valley. We found 
a clear path and marched hard and long. Lunch 
was less than half an hour, and stops were few 
and far between. Although we were in a difficult 
situation, I was impressed with the mettle of the 
men with whom I was hiking. After one of the 
longest stretches of sustained hard walking I have 
ever done, we reached the escarpment. We 
realised with exuberance that we had come back 
somewhere between Organ pipes and Twins 
Peak, which almost put us back on track. 
Checking the map, everything finally seemed to 
fit into place. 

Although we were only halfway through 
the planned route from Ndumeni to Twins, we 
felt we may as well push on, rather than head back 
to Organ pipes. We had to climb another ridge, 
but at this point we were quite used to it and took 
it in our stride. We topped out just as the sun was 


everything before we went to sleep. In the 
morning we were up even earlier than before, 
ready to tackle the last day of the hike. Dylan had 
to be back that evening, because his lift was 
leaving. I was pretty sure I had found us on the 
map, but that nagging worry-bud was starting to 
grow again. At least we were on the escarpment 
again. 

Contouring around whatever we could, 
we still had a lot of hard walking and climbing to 
do. On our route, we came across a very steep¬ 
looking pass, which we assumed was Xeni Pass. 
We decided to avoid it as we were confident of 
reaching our destination. On topping another 
huge ridge, the anticipated escarpment was 
suddenly a long distance away again. However, we 
could see twins and the Bell - much jubilation. 
They did, however, seem quite far off. On 
reaching the escarpment again, the opening to the 
Bell Traverse was not visible. Now that worry bud 
was in full flower. Dylan was convinced that the 
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Bell was a long way off - he was right. Suddenly 
we were in a fix - we had to be off the mountain 
today, and we had no way down. About to give up, 
I explored one last opportunity. The feeling of 
exuberance and thankfulness I felt when I saw a 
well-worn path, many cairns, and a clear route 
down cannot be expressed. Convincing the now- 
sceptical group that less than 10 minutes away 
was a clear route down was great fun. It was also a 
relief to see Dylan pack the baseball-bat back into 
his bag. I was confident we could make it back to 
Cathedral by evening. Things really took a good 
turn when we met a pair of hikers climbing up the 
pass. We had thought we were climbing Xeni 
Pass, but they told us it was Tseketseke pass - and 
finally the map and landscape gelled again (for 



real this time). 

Our descent was slower than expected, 
and we were unable to reach the clear paths 
before sunset. We continued walking for 3 hours 
in the dark, an impossible task if it wasn't for 
Daniel's magic Petzl Zoom headlamp. Eventually 
we realised that we were not going to find the 
path back, and Dylan was sure he could hitchhike 
home. Although we were now spending an extra 
night in the 'Berg, it was probably my best sleep 
the whole trip -1 knew where we were, and I knew 
how to get home. 

The next morning was the earliest of all. 
We were walking before 8am, and pounded the 
7km's remaining to camp with ease. At this point 
my feet were a weeping mess of open flesh. But it 
didn't matter. We were almost home. 

Mike's expert guidance through the 
Middle Berg had us back at Cathedral by 11 am, 
and the smile from Anita, and hug from Sam, will 
never be forgotten. Signing ourselves in on the 
mountain register was truly a pleasure. 

This hike is one I will never forget - I 
learnt a lot, and got to know four of the most 
impressive men I have had the honour of 
spending time in the mountains with. However, I 
have still not figured out where the hell we went, 
and I don't expect to in the near future! 


5. Who was the biggest a**hole in the 
Drakensburg ? 

6. What should be remembered from the 
cocktail party ? 

7. What is the worst part of the cocktail 
party ? 

8. How many cocktail party venues has 
the club had in 3 years ? 

9. What was the theme of last year's 
cocktail party ? 

10. What is the name of 
Africa’s highest point ? 

11 .a What rock type 
makes up Spitzkoppe ? 
b Name one classic 
route up Spitzkoppe ? 

12. What is the northern 
most mountain range in 
Africa ? 

13. a In which country are 
the Ruwenzori’s ? 

b Why can you not go to 


the Ruwenzories at present ? 

14. a What is the Paramount pictures 

mountain called ? 
b Where is this mountain located ? 

15. a What is the subject matter of John 

Krakauer’s book ‘Into Thin Air’ ? 
b What is the barcode number of this 
book ? 

16. Name one of Reinold Messner’s 
achievements ? 

17. Who was 
the first 
South 
African 
citizen and 
resident to 
summit an 
8000m 
peak ? 

Answers on 
page 60 
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ULUVO LWASETRANSKEI 
THE TRANSKEI EXPERIENCE 


By: Ruth Woudstra 
Leader: Tim Fugal 
Date: 3-9 July 

Group members: Tim Fugal (leader), Craig, 
Bronwyn, Graham, Werner, Tiffane, Julia, 
Francis (“Justine”) 

B eing a third year French Major is not of 
much help in the Transkei. That is why 
the Xhosa Intensive course that I picked 
up in the first semester was the best 
preparation for the uluvo Iwasetranskei which, 
directly translated, means The Transkei 
Experience. So, ngoku ndithetha ncinci 
isiXhosa. But, as I realised too late, all we really 
needed was one beeg bag of sweets to get by. 

Driving into port St Johns is stumbling 
upon a hidden secret after the winding yellow 
hills of the Eastern Cape. The uniqueness of the 
experience, however, wears off after the third 
time, when the car shuffle is complete. Drive 
number One, an early evening experience, was 
tinted with fear and paranoia. All I could hear 
was Steve Bretherick saying to me, “Whatever 
you do, don't drive at night. That's how we got 




hijacked...” To my great relief we arrived safe 
and sound, and after doing a little extra car- 
shuffle in the Amanpondo Youth Hostel parking 
lot, collapsed into bed. 

But, as is uniform for MSC meets, car 
trouble was not to leave us. The adventure 
started off on day I of the hike when Tim's car 
died and had to be towed up to the starting 
point by the SADF (with one advantage: Bron 
and I scored a free ride). At 2:30pm the group 
of nine started out, crossed two rivers and 
arrived a little later than the sleeping hut- 
attendant expected at Hut no. I. Some slept a 
la belle etoile (ie. outside I really couldn't find a 
Xhosa expression descriptive enough). The 
problem with sleeping outside, however, was 
that it took getting used to the rondawel's dung- 
covered floor on dangerous nights (ie. in areas 
where crime was rife). 

Crime in the 'Kei... is having your 
backpack stolen from inside the hut and 
returned the next morning, contents curiously 
missing. Graham, our crime victim of the day, 
was more distressed about his “MARIUANA: It's 
Better Than Crack”- t'shirt being stolen, than 
elated at the return of his backpack! And on the 
subject of mariuana, dealers start at an early 
stage in the 'Kei. When a little umntwana comes 
up to you to offer beaded necklaces, never 
believe that this is all he has to offer...! 

We walked over a great many hills, the 
sea constantly in our view. Every now and then, 
Craig would fall down on his knees, eyes fixed 
on the ocean, and let out a gasp: the perfect 
wave (surfers.. .will we ever understand them?) 
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We crossed rivers by means of the ferry and 
fervent prayers, only once daring to swim 
across. The reward: a welcome by happy 
holiday-makers with flush-loos and friendly 
company, fresh water and cold beer). Queer 
sights included stray farm animals such as the 
curious sight of cows on the beach. Our late 
afternoon swims were incomparable to those 
at Clifton. We washed our hair, did yoga on the 
rocks and had Coke and ate chips provided by 
the general supply store on day 3. For our 
entertainment, Francis flaunted “Justine”, her 
golden purse “medical aid kit. And if anyone 
knows the name of Mary's brother (There's 
Something About him...) contact either Francis 
or myself, his name eluded us the whole of the 
hike. 

I never saw Tim run on the hike the way 
he did on the last stretch into Coffee Bay. And I 
couldn't quite understand our leader's 
enthusiasm until I myself arrived at a little 
street-stall and was supplied with my first and 
last Castle quart ever. The boiled sweets 
purchased, however, made up for the taste and 
soon we headed for the Coffee Bay 
Backpackers. 

The last night was a magical mix of 
seafood, surfers, dream catchers and fireside 
conver-sations. The thought of returning to the 
'civilised world' the next day, was far from our 

minds. But the 
rugged beauty 
of the Transkei 
will stay with us 
forever. It is the 
beauty of 
seeing this 
thing we call life 
from a unique 
perspective, 
and the 
realisation that 
there is so 
much more 
outside our 
ordinary lives 
to explore. 




THE TABLE 

Massive srey hulk 
An incredible bulk 
Gisantic. 

Waterfall pours 
Black eagle sours 
Beautiful. 

From the southeast 
A windy beast 
Powerful. 

Massive pouring cloud 
A white table shroud 
Chilling. 

View from the summit 
A very long plummet 
Spectacular. 

Lazy one's ride 
Straight up the side 
Convenient. 

Nicely located 
Climbers placated 
Accessible. 

An enjoyable climb 
Each and every time 
Immaculate. 

Quality rock 

Just one loose block 

Surprising. 

Stay in the "Nest" 

Must be the best 
Insane. 

Afternoon stroll 
Takes its toll 
Dangerous. 

Most suitable name 
A claim to fame 
Perfect. 


Jayson Orton 
26-07-2000 
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ORGANISING AN MSC HIKE: 

- it’s the journey, not the destination - 
Outeniqua Trail 


By: Andy Louis 
Leader: Andy Louis 
Date: 9-15 September 

Other cool people: (in alphabetical order): 
Bridgette, Bronwen, Christina, Harold, 
Lindsay, Michael, Neil, Nils, Paulo, Peter, 
Richard, Roger, Samora, Sean, and Wolraad 

I f there's a popular-ish hike happening, one 
of the best ways to make sure you get on it is 
to lead the thing! With this philosophy in 
mind, I asked Oily if he needed any leaders for 
any of the September vac meets. He said yebo, 
so I decided to lead this one. Little did I know 
how much of a mission it would be organise this 
seemingly simple walk in the hills. 

So here's the story: Two days before we 
were to leave, I still didn't have a permit, and no 
map of the area. OK, so I don't need a map (it's a 
proper National Hiking Trail), but I'd like to at 
least know where it starts and finishes. 

Break-up day comes - Cocktail party!!! 
Next day everyone meets at my house at around 
11 (see previous sentence). Good thing the 
drivers didn't get too trashed the night before! 
Forget Info Center, I think that one of the very 
few privileges a leader gets is that everyone 
should meet at his house, so he doesn't have to 
schlep up the hill to lead his own hike. So 
everyone arrived between 11 and 12. Our first 
bonding session. "Hi my name's ... and I'm 
doing a..." I was very chuffed to have so many 
people I'd never met before on the hike. 

It's drizzling & cold, so we decide to get 
into the car and drive away from the miserable 
weather. Now we'd planned our first stop to be 
in Riviersonderend. Richard, Chris, Lotti 
(Bridget nickname inherited from a previous 
hike you had to be there) & I get there first (we 
weighed the least so we went faster), then Roger 
(his bakkie crammed with bags) & Matthew 
arrived next. Harold's Shaggin' Wagon 
(explanation follows) came in at least a half- 
hour later. Nils, Lindsay, Sean, Peter and Paulo 
had the comfiest ride spread out on a mattress in 
the back of his Combi (hence the nick-name!). 
Then Wol phones me car trouble. Yay. He says 


Bron's car is making a funny noise. But this was 
no laughing matter! They were stuck in 
Grabouw. We still not sure what Bron, Sean, 
Wol & Neil did to occupy their time while Mr. 
Mechanic dude came to check out the car. I rate 
these dudes decide on the cost of the job based 
on, let's say, the fact that his wife needs (for 
example) a new hairdryer, which costs R300. 
So, guess what? He's gonna charge you... R3 00 
for the fix-up job. And we have no idea if that'sa 
little or a lot of money! 

The journey to Wilderness should've 
taken 5 hours and ended up taking 8 hours! We 
eventually get to theBeervlei hut (in the forest) 
at around 8pm. It's dark and a little chilly. We'd 
had a quick bite to eat at this arb place in 
Wilderness so food was not on our minds. Sleep 
was. 

Sunday: it's overcast & drizzly. No 
problem, we all brought wet-weather clothing. 
But it's not exactly the nicest weather to start 
your hike in. We still had no map, so we just 
kind-of started walking along the jeep track into 
the mountains. We soon noticed that the track 
was very well sign-posted (being a proper 
Hiking Trail) so I had no worries about getting 
lost (ha ha). The path took us through 
indigenous forest and pine plantations. We 
stopped every now & then to admire the 
stunning scenery. No prizes for why the 
overnight hut was called Windmeulnek! It's 
perched right in the middle of a saddle, with 
awesome views on both sides. 

Monday: A nice easy walk down into 
the next valley, the path moseying in and out of 
the ravines. And with (almost) every down... 
there has to an up! But these up-hills weren't 
quite as hectic as, say the Drakensberg. Seeing 
as though we didn't know how far we had to 
walk, we stopped often, and for varying periods 
of time. It all depended on how the Oracle was 
feeling. The Platbos hut proved to be one of the 
more swish establishments with a shower and 
cosy fireplace. After supper we has a mass 
massage session. Hmm, very soothing... 

Tuesday: Andy has officially stopped 
worrying about his Thesis and is now 
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thoroughly enjoying the hike! He also acquires 
a map from one of the Park rangers. Now the 
Oracle has the Great Book of Gummy! Yay! 
Now we know exactly how high we are and 
how far we've hiked. Not that any of that really 
matters we're having too much fun to care! 
Grandma & Grandpa are quite impressed with 
all the useful info on the map, like all the 
historical landmarks dating back almost a 
hundred years. 

The overnight hut was located just 
outside the ancient village of Millwood. On 
further exploration of the area, we found a cute 
little shop/museum/tea room. Yummy 
chocolate cake and tea at 4pm in the middle of 
the Knysna forest! Cool! 


going inside and outside in the lapa. Soon we 
were all warm and cosy. In keeping with the 
theme of arsehole every day, we gathered round 
the kitchen table and proceeded to have yet 
another epic couple of rounds (understatement 
of the year!) 

Thursday: Our last day of hiking. The 
very easy-going start was soon a steady uphill 
climb to the top of the tallest hill in the area 
(789m). Stunning views of the surroundings, 
especially the ocean, the Knysna Heads and 
garden route. Diepvalle hut. The Big braai! 

Friday: the drive home. Then just 
outside Knysna, we pass Harold's Combi 
parked on the side of the road. Oh no. His 
engine's giving him problems. He puts some 



Wednesday: Another day of fairly easy¬ 
going walking, with the occasional uphill burst. 
The rolling hills alternated between natural and 
plantation forest. When they were designing 
this place they obviously ran out of indigenous 
forest, because there seemed to be many gaps 
where there was just nothing. Oh and they could 
only afford ONE elephant. And we didn't even 
get to him! That night we stayed at Rondebossie 
hut. Just as we arrived the heavens opened. In 
no time at all Guru firemaker Roger had a fire 


more oil in & carries on chugging along at 
around 80. Only later did we find out what the 
problem was no juice! Most cars need petrol to 
make them go, and most cars start to have 
problems when they don't have any more of the 
stuff. 

So, despite the various ups & downs, 
this concludes yet another totally awesomely 
brilliant hike, with an awesome bunch of people 
in an awesome part of the country. 
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MIVALANA A MADAGASCAR 

THE ISLAND EXPEDITION 


Report by Dave Glass & Mattieu de Villiers 

(Adapted from 
http://www.dip.ee.uct.ac.za/~m 

devill/mad) 

July vacation 2000 

B eing really keen for some 
ADVENTURE TRAVEL, I 
decided to plan a trip to 
Madagascar. Also, Jelte said that it 
was cheap and worm-ridden, 
amongst other things. However, 
like most statements Jelte makes, 
this was a distorted image of the 
truth... 

Fund raising for the trip was a nerve- 
wracking experience. After help from the UCT 
MSC, and in debt to my parents, I was still short 
of cash. After looking around my room for sell¬ 
able things, I eventually decided to trade my 
prized Gore-Tex jacket. It was tragic. 

I boarded a flight in July from 
Johannesburg to Antananarivo, the Capital of 
Madagascar. I planned to meet fellow climber 
and friend Mattieu a week later in Diego 
Suarez, a city in the far north. It was quite scary, 
arriving alone, with an extremely limited 
knowledge of French and Malagasy. The taxi 
drivers fought for my luggage and the airport 
security looked menacing. It seemed as if the 
entire population of Tana had turned out to 
meet the plane. I was glad to get out of the 
airport and into the relative safety of a taxi. 
(Relative as in instead of being mugged, I was 
expecting to die in a Citroen 2CV, in a horrible 
accident involving a Zebu and a rice paddy, (a 
Zebu being a local cow-variant). 

The road from the airport to the capital 
is good. ("Good" means tarred and just wide 
enough for cars to pass, as opposed to "Bad", 
meaning inter-linked potholes rimmed by an 
occasional 2cm strip of tar.) Tana itself is built on 
several groups of hillocks, surrounded by rice 
paddies built on flood plains. In summer, the 
paddies are all flooded and the hillocks have the 


picturesque appearance of being small islands in 
a big, sewerage pond. 

In truth, however, Tana is 
beautiful. The architecture is 
excellent, a mixture of the French 
Colonial influence and the home¬ 
grown double story style typical 
of the locals. Whilst driving, I 
slowly relaxed and took in the 
images of life in Tana. The mixture 
of modern and medieval is 
astounding. Zebu carts and 
Renaults vie for space in the 
traffic. An Internet cafe is situated 
next door to a hotel, a traditional 
restaurant-1 ike operation. 

At a small restaurant that night, I 
pointed to some noodles at another table, 
indicating what I wanted. Naturally, the waiter 
misunderstood and I ended up with a large 
bowl of suspicious-looking broth, with a fried 
egg floating in it. It was actually rather tasty and I 
decided from then on not to be a Wimpy 
tourist. 

Transport in Madagascar can be easily 
simulated in Cape Town. Hire The “Cobra", our 
local roller-coaster, for a day. Squash 5 people 
into every seat. Feed some of them dodgy meat 
and greasy snacks. Now run the roller-coaster 
for 8 hours, occasionally stopping for a toilet 
break, executed next to a roadside shack. A 
fellow passenger puking, children weeing or 
road disappearance are not valid reasons for a 
stop. A smoke break for the driver, on the other 
(soiled) hand, is. The transport for this journey 
was an ancient Peugot 405. 13 passengers in a 
station wagon! Fortunately, some fellow 
passengers cut me some slack by offering me a 
window seat, after teaching me how to say 
"Thank You" in Malagasy (’misaotra’). 

Fianar, is a very pretty town in the 
Malagasy mid-south which lies en route to the 
Andringsitra mountains. I arrived late and left in 
the morning for this mountain range in an old 
Renault army lorry owned by Les Lezards. After 
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a couple of hours, we turned off the national 
route and onto a 20km dirt track, eventually 
arriving at Camp Catta, near the Tsaranoro 
massif, in the early evening. I immediately did a 



bit of bouldering to relieve the travel stress. I 
also met a group of Spanish climbers, who were 
friendly and a lot of fun. Camp Catta was luxury 
accomodation: excellent food and great 
facilities - yet at a price. 

Over the next few days, I walked 
around in the drizzly rain, to see all the climbing 
walls they're quite amazing. I made plans with 
the French camp manager, to climb a shorter 
route called "Le Croix du Sud", 300m 6b. This 
didn't work out, and I ended up leaving the 
massif disappointed and a lot poorer, not having 
climbed more than a few boulders. 

From the Andringsitra area, I began the 
long journey to Diego Suarez in the far North. 
The epic nature of this journey need not be 
recounted in detail, suffice to say I'll never do it 
again, and it took 4 full days. At one stage, we 
only covered 100km in 10 hours of non-stop 
driving. Fortunately, I had opted for a ride with 
one of the Lezard lorries. It was amazing 
crossing huge rivers in the moonlight on single- 
track bridges, and seeing the vegetation change 
from grassland to tropical as we dropped from 
the central plateau to the coast. The 
temperature and humidity increased as well. 

We eventually arrived in Diego, and 
booked into a hotel. Being a few hours behind 
schedule, I immediately went to find Mattieu - 
he had left messages all around town. I went to 
his hotel, which happened to be above the most 
notorious nightclub in Diego, and eventually 
found him in his room, eating a coconut. When 


he saw me, he said "I thought you weren't going 
to come". Sheeesh. 

Week 2 lana/Joburg - Diego Suarez 

Unlike Dave, I read relevant parts of the 
Lonely Planet Travel guide, so I knew how to 
avoid pricey taxis at Ivato airport. 

I managed to get a reasonably nice 
room and not being able to speak French, tried 
to explain in English that I wanted awake up call 
at 5am the next morning. The lady appeared to 
understand and wrote down the time in some 
kind of log-book. It came as no surprise that I 
had to rely on myself to wake up early for my 
flight to the North. 

In fear of getting worms or other 
diseases from local food, I had already stocked 
up with chocolate and other energy foods at 
Johannesburg airport. Needless to say, I had 
quite an unhealthy dinner and breakfast. 

Diego is very reminiscent of main- 
street Woodstock, except maybe dirtier and 
more dilapidated. The nearby coastline has a 
brownish tint (we wonder why) which makes 
swimming very unappealing. 

At around 11 pm I was woken up by 
loud music. It turns out that the place where I 
was staying was less respectable than I thought, 
and they had a disco from I I pm-2am. So I got 
dressed and went to check out the nightlife of 
Diego. 

The next day, I went to Baie des 
Sakalava, which is a very clean beach with a 
restaurant. There is some exciting bouldering 
amongst crabs on mushroom-shaped 
overhangs. During lunch some lemurs came on 
to the pavilion looking for food: apparently in 
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preference of Fanta and bananas. 

To my relief, Dave showed up that night. 
I was eating a coconut in my tent on my bed, 
paranoid of mosquitoes. Dave was not feeling 
well and blamed it on his worms. The next day I 
moved my stuff to Dave's hotel, where the 
Spaniards were also staying. Late morning we 
all squeezed into a taxi heading for the 
Montagne des Frangais. 


We were stopped at a roadblock and 
the police insisted on viewing our passports. I 
did not have mine on me, and said I left it at my 
hotel. As they gave us no opportunity to do 
anything productive, I did one-arm pull-ups on a 
nearby tree until they let us go. We continued 
on to King's Lodge where the walk-in path 
starts. 

We realised too late that the most 
direct way to the Grotto climbing area was not 
a good path to take. Very thick vegetation, 
steep slopes and deceptive distances resulted in 
a very strenuous 3-hour walk-in. (It takes 
45minutes on the correct path.) En route Dave 
lost a boot and I lost a sandal (both had been 
strapped to our packs). 

By the time we arrived at the crag, we 
were quite exhausted. But since we are 
hardcore, we started climbing anyway. Dave 
climbed a 6a and nearly died when I lowered 
him off the 35m route using a 50m rope. Special 
thanks to my super-fast reflex (2cm of rope left 
through grigri). I decided not to climb face- 
routes because the rock was quite abrasive, so I 
did a 6c, 7a and some 7b's in the grotto. The 
routes would be awesome if somebody had 
cleaned them of the bat shit. 

I was convinced I needed more energy- 


loaded food for breakfast, so went shopping for 
muesli. It was quite a mission to get ingredients, 
especially nuts. The closest to oats I could find 
was white flour, and I was pleased to discover 
that the nuts I bought were actually peanuts and 
not some funny type of bean. Dave bought rum, 
so we made banana flambe in the hotel room on 
my MSR stove. I learned that the rum should 
only be poured in after frying the banana, else it 
cannot set alight. 

Week 3 Diego Suarez - Island - Tana - SA 

An hour before sunrise, we left for an island in a 
motor boat. Our company now included Gilles, 
Gilles' two daughters, the four Spaniards, a 
cook, a fisherman and someone in charge of the 
boat. I was not allowed to stick my leg 
overboard because of sharks. Tales abound of 
near-death experiences of the local fishermen. 

Starting to work our way through the 
climbing routes on the island, I had this 
obsession to bury treasure somewhere. Dave 
insisted that we not tell Gilles about it in case he 
realised that we're nuts. But this became 
obvious when I started cooking muesli using 
only peanuts, sugar, flour and coconut. I 
accidentally burned a hole through a plastic 
bucket in the process, but the end result was 
quite filling. The Spaniards even copied the 
recipe into a notebook. Apparently they do not 
have muesli in Spain, only Granola bars. 



The next day Dave got quite upset, 
noticing that the Spanish were video-taping me 
and that Gilles was taking pictures of me the 
whole time for publicity for his tours. Dave 
cracked and insisted that Gilles take a picture of 
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him 'because his mom would like to have one'. 

In the evening we ate langoustine, fish 
and octopus. I ate some of its leg with the 
suction pads. Banana flambe was also served. 
The cook, Tiu, appeared to know what he was 
doing. 

On the third day I felt inspired to open a 
new route on the island: 6a+ (20). At the top 
we decided to place a treasure in a hole, 
overlooking the sea. (No, this is not like 'find the 
nugget'). We abseiled off into the sea as the tide 
was starting to draw in. 

For some obscure reason Christina 
decided to walk around topless. Later that night 
we celebrated Tiu's birthday and Dave made 
everyone write their contact details on his 
guitar which he named 'Leanne 1 . Ever since, 
Dave has been trying to draw more links 
between his guitar and ex-girlfriend. We 
returned tothe mainland by moonlightthe next 
morning. 

Upon arrival back at the hotel, we 
decided to make our flight to Tana 2 days 
earlier. Everything went smoothly at the Air 
Madagascar office for Dave, but I forgot my 
tickets. Foreseeing the possibility of a lunch 
break, I had Dave ask them when they closed 
for lunch. I6h30. Could I come back in 10 
minutes? OK. I returned before I I h45 and they 
were closed. As I was quite displeased, I 
decided to bake 'stokbrood' (flour + sugar 4- 
water), using my nutpick. 

We went for a day trip to Montagne des 
Ambre with a tour guide who claimed to speak 
5 languages. By law, tourists cannot enter this 
nature reserve without a tour guide, so we had 

to let him guide 
us. We didn't 
manage to see 
any wildlife 
besides spiders 
and small birds 
and the guide 
talked crap the 
whole time. He 
said stuff like 
'here is a bridge 
to cross the 
stream' and 


'there is a tree, but I don't know what it is 
called', and said we could eat some 
strawberryish things, but that he did not want 
to eat them himself. 

On our last day at Diego, we returned 
to Montagne des Fran^ais. Dave was extremely 
reluctant and 'ill' as usual. Fortunately we found 
the climbing venue without too much effort this 
time, although we did end up walking all the 
wayto the top of the mountain first. Actually it 
was very cool. (French fort, dugout worm- hole 
tunnels). 

In Ratagamanga, we camped in a 
suspicious location. All the paths were cairned 
with crosses, and there was an altar with 
bloodstains and strange symbols the open cave 
we slept in. That night I very appropriately 
dreamed I was murdered! 

The next morning was overcast, 
although it did not actually rain. We decided to 
walk back to Ivato (about 10km away) and 
Dave nearly collapsed due to 'back pain 1 and 
insisted that we rest only a kilometer away 
from our hotel and a hot(!) shower - the first 
one since South Africa. 

We revisited Tana to buy presents to 
take home. Dave had to decide between a 
drum for himself or gifts for his family. After 
some deliberation he concluded that souvenirs 
have more value to someone who has actually 
been to Madagascar... 

Since we were bored at the airport, we 
started bouldering, to the amusement of the 
others. I also placed some trad gear in cracks 
and lifted a manhole-cover (in the waiting area) 
using a nut. Dave and I were just about to plan a 
Tyrolean traverse when they finally let us board 
the plane home. Swinging from side to side 
does not destabilise a Boeing 747 - we tried. 

ou gilt for tlie Day: 

Preserve A/at«re: Piefcle 
Rastas Anon 






38 







40 










AN INVESTIGATION INTO THE CULINARY HABITS OF 
HOMO SAPIENS CEDERBERGUS 
Climbing in the Cederberg 


By: JocelynNewmarch 

Leader: Mark Johnston 

Date: 29 April -1 May 

Group: Markus Forslund, Brett Hochfeld, 

Leanne Prodehl, Tim Sluis-Cremer, Mark 

Wattrus, Mattieu de Villiers, Gavin 

Greenwood, Jocelyn Newmarch, Jayson 

Orton 

Also Present (for a little while): Dave 
Glass, Kerry Botha, Steven Bradshaw 

B right 'n early one Saturday 
morning, a small group of explorers 
braved the N1 and N7 to venture 
into the unknown wilds of the Cederberg. 
What strange beasts would meet them? 
What adventures would test their courage 
and resolve? Would they even survive to 
find their way out of the maze, back to the 
safety of warm beds, hot chocolate and 
mother's cooking? Would Jayson Orton 
bring more than one pair of underpants? 
(The answer to the last question is no.) 

Against all odds, the group arrived 
at Sanddrif campsite largely intact (apart 
from the temporary mislaying of Jocelyn). 
This after having discovered the secret of 
climbing the Caltex sign en route (it has 
steps up the side). After lunch, Mark 
dragged everyone up to Wolfberg Cracks 
for a gentle introduction to trad climbing. 
Unfortunately Gavin was ambushed by a 
rock or three on the way down and was 
unable to climb for the remainder of the 
weekend. 

On Saturday night the pots and 
pans were brought out with great flourish, 
but the undisputed star in the technology 
stakes was Brett's MSR Dragonfly stove, 
which put everyone else's gas cylinders to 
shame. Dave had spotted Brett 
surreptitiously sneaking a glance at his 
instruction manual earlier that evening. 


but we'll forgive him for that. Meanwhile a 
marked difference in culinary skills was 
separating the men from the boys, as the 
ubiquitous pasta dishes were cooked with 
varying degrees of elaborateness. Markus 
happily produced avocado and cream 
cheese and prepared the hors d'oevres 
topped with nothing other than red beluga 
caviar. 

Later it transpired that Brett had 
brought enough food with him to feed the 
starving hordes of Ethiopia. After supper 
that night, Brett nonchalantly pulled out a 
gigantic homemade fruitcake, which he 
proceeded to slice up and hand out to the 
cheers of his adoring fans (served with 
Ultramel custard, nogal!) The evening 
ended with appreciative aahs while Jayson 
made another brave attempt to sell his 
guidebook. 

The next morning was harsh in its 
arrival and many were not appreciative of 
the delicate beauty of frosted bags and car 
windscreens, making nasty comments 
about "Baltic weather" and "sub-Arctic 
temperatures". Jayson became the new 
hero when he handed out cake for 
breakfast, that is until Brett arrived with his 
melon, which fed a large proportion of the 
participants. Everyone then went off to 
Wolfberg Cracks to engage in long hard 
climbing, and a satisfying day was had by 
all. Energy Crisis was conquered by Brett 
and Leanne and Little Red Rooster was 
tackled by Mark W and Tim (virgin 
leaders). Markus and Jocelyn grumbled 
and complained while Mark J pushed and 
pulled them up what everyone thought 
was Lone Wolf, but which turned out to be 
Energy Supplement, the harder route by five 
grades (well, it was more Jocelyn 
complaining and Markus offering moral 
and not physical support). 
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THE TOYOTAL ANDCRUISER 

As we all know, our illustrious leader is 
most appreciative of state-of-the-art 
automobile engineering and design. Thus 
he was in raptures upon spotting the new 
Toyota Landcruiser at the base of the 
Wolfberg walk-in so much so that the 
photograph of five eager climbers had to be 
retaken after complaining we were 
blocking the Landcruiser. 

MATTIEU AND THE SCANDAL OF 
THE SPORTY BEARS 

Our heroic leader decided we should all go 
and climb the Maltese Cross on Monday. 
We agreed that this was a good plan and 
blissfully set off, unaware of the cold front 

which was all 
too eager to 
make our 
acquaintance. 
When I got 
there, I found 
one die-hard 
climber 
(Jayson, of 
course) 
valiantly trying 
to open a new 
route in the rain 
while everyone 
else (except the belayer of course) huddled 
at the foot of the famous rock formation. 

Now those of us who've had the 
pleasure of making Mattieu's acquaintance 
will have noticed his culinary 
eccentricities, such as his aversion to sugar 
and his apparently limitless capacity to 
survive on bananas for days on end. So 
imagine our surprise when Mattieu 
produced a packet of Sporty Bears from his 
bag! On being questioned, Mattieu 
admitted to swiping them from his 
youthful nephew. 


TIM'S CAMPING TIPS FOR THE 
WEEKEND: 

Saturday : Don't buy cheap peanuts. 
Sunday : Buy a good sleeping bag. 

Monday : a)Bring more than one pair of 
long pants; b) Don't climb (the Maltese 
Cross) in the rain. 

CHARACTERISTIC PHRASES OF THE 
WEEKEND: 

Jocelyn and Leanne: "Does anyone have toilet 
paper for me?" 

locelyn: “You see, we could have got muesli 
bread from Pick ' n Pay." 

Markus : "In Sweden we have..." 
BrettandMarkl :"Can I borrow a pen knife ?" 
Brett (in reply to requests for water): "Yes, I've 
gotESR in the car." 

Jayson : "Who wants to buy a guidebook? " 


THE DANGER OF TOO MOCH 
PROTECTION 
Ry Mattieu de Villiers 

A dynamic climbing ropn can withstand 
the large impact of a climber's fall due to its ability 
to stretch. As the rope stretches, it decelerates 
the climber with the result that the peak force on 
the rope is minimal. A static rope does not stretch 
and will break when fallen on even though its 
static breaking strain may exceed that of a 
dynamic rope. 

Clearly, if two dynamic ropes 
are used in parallel, there will be less stretch in 
the ropes and the dynamic nature of the rope 
system diminishes. Effectively, if lots of dynamic 
ropes are used, you might as well be falling on a 
static rope. The peak force on the climbing gear is 
greater and the gear is more likely to break. 

If you over experience the need 
to jump off a cliff, you should nnt gn into a state of 
paranoia and take redundant safety precautions - 
ynur life may depend on it. 

(This snippet of sophistry should 
be taken with a pinch of sugar - Ed.) 
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ONE FLEW OUT OF THE CUCKOOS NEST... TWICE 
Table Mountain Climbing by Jason Orton 

T he day started out innocently enough as Jon and I began the 
long haul up to Africa ledge. Jon was intent on trying a climb 
that had captivated his mind for what seemed an eternity to 
him. This climb, One Flew Over the Cuckoos Nest, is one of the 
hardest free climbs on Table Mountain, and not without good reason. 
It begins with a pitch that incorporates a huge roof and is graded 29. 
This pitch is particularly exciting, but due to the immensity of the task 
that a free lead would no doubt become, Jon had already decided that 
the upper pitches on the steep headwall had to be climbed first before 
there was to be any merit in attempting this initial hurdle. 

We made use of an easier pitch nearby, and, with ropes still 
coiled over our shoulders, quickly gained the Upper Africa Ledge 25 
meters above. This ledge is dwarfed by the superb massively 
overhanging buttress of sandstone up the center of which lie the lines of Dynamite and Cuckoos 
Nest. These two climbs share the same pitch off the Ledge before splitting, with the latter breaking 
off leftwards away from the clean crack line taken by the crux pitch of Dynamite. Jon had already 
attempted the next pitch up on a previous foray but still lacked the redpoint. He thus declared that I 
should assume the sharp end first so that he might have another go at the next pitch. 

I tied in, racked up, and set off, running it out somewhat as I was accustomed to doing when 
confronted by the relative security of a crack. In no time at all I had made the top of the crack and 
moved off left to the point from which the harder upper pitches commenced. Having set the belay 
stance, I called out to Jon who rapidly joined me and began preparing for his lead as I gazed, 
inspired, at the perfect little seam that splits an otherwise smooth, blank face. 

Jon was ready. As I fed out some rope for him to clip into the wire nut that had lodged itself 
inextricably in the base of the crack on his previous attempt, he moved off with the warning: 
“Watch me on this one”. With the correct sequence of well-rehearsed moves in his mind, he began 
to climb, reaching the second hand hold and placing another piece of protection. He was now at 
full stretch with his toes still anchored to the last few centimeters of the rail that were reachable 
below the face. Then, leaving behind the reassuring sanctity of positive footholds, he became 
committed to the pitch as he moved up onto the face. In five meters or so the seam opens out only 
four times, offering scant purchase for desperately searching fingertips, as feet smear almost 
helplessly against the featureless grey rock on either side until the safety of the next rail is reached. 
With a rapid accumulation of lactic acid building up in his forearms, he forgot his pre-planned 
sequence of moves and made a futile attempt to reach the rail above. With a few centimeters still to 
go, he fell back onto the rope and, not wanting to waste time and energy before our crux pitch 
above, resigned himself to the fact that his redpoint would have to await another day. He 
completed the pitch and set up a stance at the famous “Flakes Traverse” that lies halfway up the 
buttress. Surprisingly, I managed to flash the crux seam before being halted by two errant friends 
stuck in a rail higher up. I too was determined to return for a redpoint on what was really, although 
short, a magnificent grade 23 pitch. 

This was as far as Jon had ever been on the route, and he offered me the lead on the next 
pitch, which, at grade 26, is the second hardest pitch on the climb. Never able to refuse a challenge, 
and knowing full well that it was far above my ability, I accepted his proposition. Just as I was about 
to leave the semi-hanging stance beneath the narrow overhang, Jon noticed that a better and 
more comfortable stance was available a few meters further to the left. From this point he would 
have a cleaner view of the wall and would not have to hang uncomfortably directly below me. He 
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quickly moved across, reset the belay and brought me across to a spiky perch on the edge of a large 
protruding flake. A few blows with a small flake of rock rendered the helpless 'climber's friend' bush 
unable to inflict further pain on my already stinging bottom. There was not much solid rock, but a 
#4 friend in the rail at the back of the stance provided reasonable security while a smaller friend 
between two loose flakes prevented the sideways pull. 

From this new stance the route description made 
more sense: “Climb diagonally right into a fault” it stated. 

About two meters to the right lay a thin crack with an old 
piton a few meters into it. Between the crack and myself 
was a large inviting under-cling. Balancing delicately, it 
was into this under-cling that I reached tentatively, having 
not yet placed any protection in the smooth wall above 
the stance. I brought my feet up high to take full 
advantage of the large flake onto which I was holding and 
I placed a #3.5 friend next to my hands. I remember a 
faint notion in the back of my mind that the flake did not 
seem wonderfully secure, but after hanging onto it for at 
least five minutes and realising just how big it actually 
was, the thought was soon dispelled. 

The reason for the delay in climbing I simply 
could not see a straight-forward way of gaining the crack 
with its rusty yet inviting peg. Reaching high from the 
under-cling enabled me to just reach into the crack, but 
still there was nothing suitable onto which I would be able 
to transfer my weight. All the holds were small. After a few 
tries I decided that I would place my sole micronut and 
hope for a psychological boost from this added 
protection. I got the tiny wedge in a little way to my right, 
and although the placement was poor, I decided to have 
another go at doing the move. Another long reach up, 
and still nothing upon which to settle my grasp. 

My arms were bulging from a protracted period of 
under-clinging so I reluctantly reached up, grabbed the 
micronut and called to Jon to take me on the rope. The 
following few split seconds, forever etched in my mind, 
were played out as if in a slow motion action replay. As I 
closed my hand around the quickdraw, I stared in 
absolute horror at the placement, having forgotten just 
how incredibly poor it actually was. I knew 
instantaneously that it would never hold, but 
unfortunately it was in the previous frame of the film that 
my left hand had relinquished its grip on the rock. I toppled backwards as the micronut came away 
easily in my grasp. I braced myself, preparing for the jerk that would surely come as the rope pulled 
tight on th e friend cammed in behind the large flake. A faint cracking sound, a terrified scream, two 
slack ropes and the fall continued. The flake, under the enormous force of the camming action of 
the friend, had cleaved itself from the rock above my head and began following me on my descent, 
it too accelerating rapidly towards the Upper Africa Ledge some 35m below. As my body jerked to 
a halt in my harness, my head was forced downwards, eager to follow the laws of physics. It was at 


GUESS THE CLIMB 
(Answer on page 60) 

Tricky take-off, 

Reaching. 

Up the wall, 

Gliding. 

Wonderful jugs, 

Swinging. 

On a ledge, 

Parking. 

Into the roof, 

Cruising. 

Like a bat, 

Floating. 

A reachy crux, 

Pumping. 

Through the lip, 

Resting. 

Back on the go, 

Moving. 

Second crux, 

Crimping. 

Prepare to reach, 

Lunging. 

A lucky catch, 

Hanging. 

Across the face, 

Jugging. 

Slotted fingers, 

Locking. 

One last move, 

Clinging. 

Clip the chains, 

Ecstacy. 

Jayson Orton 
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this point that I first noticed the flake hurtling towards its bitter end. As I watched, it exploded on 
contact with the rocky ledge, pulverising a tree and scattering debris over a wide area much to the 
amazement of a group of boy scouts staring wide-eyed from the top of Kloof Corner. The whole fall 
could not have been more than one or two frames but the next one pictured me dangling helplessly 
from the end of our twin 8.5mm ropes, a full ten meters lower than where I had been the previous 
instant. I had taken a veritable factor two 'winger'. 

Unknown to me, another drama had played itself out quietly on the ledge above. Jon had 
taken almost all the weight of my fall through his body as the small friend had ripped loose and he 
had been pulled forwards to the edge of his stance. One placement remained between the two of 
us and a certain death. He had also received a large rope burn on the tender inside of his leg as the 
ropes had tightened across the edge of the flake. He called out to me to unweight the rope. I was 
hanging in mid-air, but after a few pull-ups I managed to gain a foothold and swing my body in to 
the rock. He sighed in relief as he freed his trapped skin from the pinch of the rope. I rejoined him 
on the ledge and congratulated him on a great catch. I was feeling shaken and was keen to retreat, 
but strengthened by Jon's never-ending eagerness I decided to make another attempt on the pitch, 
this time ascending the thin crack directly from below. 

Lying on my back, I wriggled across to my right in what was essentially a wide rail until I was 
positioned beneath the crack. I tensed my torso and moved out hanging my upper body over the 
drop. I placed two nuts and moved up into the crack. This was a far better approach but upon 
reaching a similar height to last time, I was able to go no further. I was not in the mood for aiding up 
the crack so Jon, being slightly more proficient in the art of aiding, offered to take over. I returned to 
the ledge where we switched ends of the rope. He quickly moved up to where I had been minutes 
before and began making his way up the crack, finding placements that I had completely 
overlooked. He soon had good gear placed above the crux and I lowered him so as to enable him 
to practice the moves in safety. Once he had decided on a sequence and managed to do all the 
moves at least once, he positioned himself into a hanging stance just above a roof a few meters on. 
Just to be sure, he placed no less than five pieces of gear. Now I had a better opportunity to try the 
crux moves under the safety of a toprope. They were still to hard for me so without waiting around 

too long I pulled past the crux and moved up to join Jon at 
the stance. 

Again came my turn to lead. The sharp end really 
was feeling quite sharp today. I clipped one of the friends 
at the stance and moved left to a flaring crack. An old peg 
was a few moves up. I clipped this and not wanting to 
take any more chances I hung on it to allow my arms to 
recover a bit. I made the top of the flaring crack and from 
the rail I spied a secure-looking hand-jam crack. Not 
wasting time, I moved into it thinking that I could easily 
slot a friend or two into the crack and thus set great 
protection. Upon reaching the jam I noticed that gear 
would best be placed from a layback position higher up. I 
moved up and soon realised that this was not the case. 
Oops! Now I was getting pumped again and would not be 
able to hold on for much longer. The best recourse would 
be to regain the hand-jam and rest there a while before 
moving back up. I struggled down a move but could not 
reset the jam since it had relied on my hanging on it from 
below. I stretched my left foot as far as it could go in an 



45 






attempt to stand on the peg, but I just could not reach it. 

I felt my strength failing. “I'm going to fall” I yelled in sheer terror, but still I hung on with 
grim determination. Thoughts of another long fall flashed through my mind and my body froze, 
refusing to move until lactic acid and the force of gravity combined their powers to drive me from 
the rock. Once more I began falling as the slow-motion began to play. As I dropped I was aware of 
nothing but silence, not noticing as the peg ripped out of what had been its home since 1977. My 
right leg tangled itself in one of the ropes and tipped me upside down. I fell head-first past the roof 
and bumped my head lightly on the wall eight meters below my high point to complete what was 
basically a second factor two fall. As I righted myself, the piton and its attendant quickdraw came 
spiralling down the rope and with a clink on the side of my head reminded me not to trust old fixed 
gear. 

“Right, that's it. I'm taking up hill-walking!” I declared only half-jokingly. Thinking that 
nothing more could possibly happen in one day, I made it clear that I did not actually mind 
continuing the route with Jon leading. But he would do nothing of the sort. Knowing full well that 
my mind was in no state to continue climbing, let alone provide a safe belay for him, he made the 
responsible decision of backing off. We abandoned two nuts and abseiled down to the ledge, by 
now about 48m below. A second shorter abseil brought us safely back to our packs where water 
and rest helped ease the shock that was still coursing through my body. 

It was only later that night that the full realisation of what had happened actually hit home. 

This scared me. We had had a near-death experience with just one piece of gear left in place 
after the first fall and another big scare less than an hour later. I suppose it's character building 
though I'll be back! The following Monday morning I received an email from a friend who 
knew I had been on Africa Ledge that day and had met some scouts on the mountain. “I 
heard rumours of a big fall involving a large chunk of rock...” he wrote. 
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2000 SASSU Sport Climbing Competition 

Crossword Puzzle 



CLUES ACROSS 

1 Number of bolts in Boven 
3 This mission is not possible 
7 Brett's first 26 
9 Brett's pig 

12 Power puff girl 

13 A rock band that brings tears to the eyes 
16 Cartoon king of gerbil genocide 

18 Power puff girl 

23 What does baby's blood give you? 

25 Number of 360s Garron's car did 

26 Tim's secret to success 

27 Arch villain of Townsville 

28 A nice smelling route in Fernkloof 

31 How may crunchies must Mattieu eat to do 10 
pull ups 

32 Which one of Mattieu's favourite hair colours is 
no-permanent? 

34 Who didn't fall asleep at the wheel and elected to 
fly? 

35 Does Steve Bretherick have a 3 or 5 door RAV-4? 

37 Who had the most concerned mother? 

38 Purveyor of germs 

39 What according to "healthy" Mattieu can never be 
mixed with protein? 

DISCLAIMER: 

This crossword was created by Gordon Forbes with additional input 
from Liza, Dave, Brett & Mattieu. Although every effort has been 
made to offend and upset, please bear in mind that most of these 
incidences are in fact non-fictional and should be regarded with the 
utmost sincerity. 


CLUES DOWN 

1 At which crag will you find speckle? 

2 Inspector Grim might describe some events as 

4 Coolest route name in Boven 

5 MI2 theme song 

6 Maximum number of showers that can be used 
simultaneously at the Boven campsite 

8 Number of pieces the trophy returned home in 

10 Garron left it behind in Brett's driveway 

11 Chance of getting to swim in the Boven campsite 
swimming pool 

14 The winners 

15 Women are , Evil, Satan's Minions, 

Succubae 

17 Power puff girl 

18 A travel accessory Dinko never leaves home 
without 

19 Average shower temperature (in degrees C) 

20 God of toasted sandwiches 

21 Women ain't nothing but 

22 "Milk, milk,_, around the corner...." 

24 Plot number of the barn 

28 Rest days are for... only 

29 Cost of Boven toll road 

30 Heidi's home country 

33 What should you carry whilst running from 
Hallucinogenic Wall to the camp 
36 Total amount of time Leanne spent training for the 
competition 
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Answers and Commentary for the Climbing Competition Crossword 


12 


13 


16 


18 


23 


25 


26 


27 


28 

31 

32 

34 

35 
37 



ACROSS 

1 Well, you would have to be pretty psycho to 
count them all, but clearly there are a 

crapload. 

3 Well Duh! Clearly if it is not possible then it will 
be impossible. No, not non-possible. 

7 Although Heidi cruised this route, take nothing 
away from Brett's first redpoint of a grade 26 
climb. Admittedly, “task saturated” is a bit of a 
weird name, but what the hell, well done Brett. 

9 Macon (makin') Bacon? Then this is the pig for 
you. But Brett won't join you for the meal, or 
maybe he will. (It just works on so many levels) 

The Power Puff Girls are the main characters of a brilliant TV series. Buttercup, Blossom and 
Bubbles protect the interests of Townsville, against all kinds of nasties. 

Anyone sitting in front of a fire, and chopping Red Hot Chili Peppers should not (under any 
circumstances) rub their eyes when the smoke from the fire is blown into them. This could clearly 
have disastrous effects. 

Anyone who hasn't witnessed the glorious / gorious comedy at www.joecartoon.com should go there 
right away. Once again not for the faint hearted. Or speak to Brett as he has downloaded most of 
them. 

The Power Puff Girls are the main characters of a brilliant TV series. Buttercup, Blossom and 
Bubbles protect the interests of Townsville, against all kinds of nasties. 

Anyone who has climbed at the Coven in Boven will be able to tell you that most of the route names 
are appropriately named. In particular, “baby's blood gives you gas” is a most excellent 18. 

Garron's good driving record was somewhat dented when he drove into the back of another car 
whilst driving to Pretoria and proceeded to do at least half a 360. Luckily no one was hurt. 

Tim's secret to climbing, was based on a somewhat different theory to Mattieu's. Tim realized that 
there is no need eat anything healthy if your diet is supplemented by creatine. 

Surely everyone knows that the most villainous creature in Townsville is the evil MOJOJOJO. This 
infamous monkey, has now become a war-cry that will bring extra motivation to any member of the 
UCT climbing team. 

In Fernkloof is a most excellent grade 28 climb named “Faberge”. This route is completely wicked 
although a lot of endurance is needed for the redpoint. 

Mattieu as official “Health Freak” of the trip knows that to remain at an optimum level of fitness, that 
after eating one crunchy, it is necessary to do 10 pullups. 

Mattieu has changed his hair colour to many different variants, but clearly, his favourite is silver as it 
matches his new car. 

Once again, Leanne decided to get some shuteye, but this time she decided not to do it while 
driving. Much to the relief of all involved. 

Steve Bretherick has a metallic blue 3 door RAV 4. So obviously the answer is yes. 

8:30am: Liza's voicemail: “Hello, iz Dinko'z mather, I'm phoning to see if everything's OK. Will phone 
later” 

8:30pm: Liza's voicemail: “Hello, iz Dinko'z mather, I'm phoning to see if everything's OK. Will phone 
later” 

9:30pm: Liza's voicemail: “Hello, iz Dinko'z mather, I'm phoning to see if everything's OK. Will phone 
later” 

10:00pm: Liza's voicemail: “Hello, iz Dinko'z mather, I'm phoning to see if everything's OK. Will phone 
tomorrow” 

38 The words “Die, Carly, Die” were uttered a few times by various team members as they became 
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infected by her plague. Of course there is nothing wrong with this as everyone knows that's German 
for “The Carly The”. 

39 You could use this one to straighten your shirt collar (that's fine). As long as you aren't eating protein 
you can use starch for whatever you want. 


1 That's like asking: “At which crag is Hide the nugget?" or “Where can I 
find Roman Shower?”. Still Confused? Well then coitus crag needs to 
be added to your RD. 

2 Clearly anyone who has watched the Thin Blue Line will be aware that 
pear shaped is a very apt description of most unpleasant things. This 
saying was widely used throughout the trip. 

4 You would be forgiven in think that Boer Skiet Diet Dood was the 
correct answer, but it is actually operasie bullie bief. 

5 A large group of approximately lots of people went to see the movie 
Mission Impossible 2 at Sandton City after the climbing competition. 
The fact that everyone somehow managed to get there on time, and 
find their seats was quite a miracle. Only achievable by the excessive 
use of cell phones. Clearly the theme song was played / recorded / 
MP3'd / whatevered by Limp Bizkit. 

6 Although in theory, you can turn all of the taps for all of the showers on 
at the same time, the results would be a good session of getting cold 
and damp. For this reason, no more than two showers should ever be 
used simultaneously. 

8 Due to a most unfortunate incident, Gordon managed to rework the SASSU Trophy into three pieces 
before the competition started. Luckily UCT won it, so we didn't mind too much. In case you think the 
answer was two, there were two silver pieces and one black base plate. 

10 Garron's car continued its fine form by trying to leave its bumper in Brett's driveway. Gordon 
managed to skid to a stop without crushing it, and returned it. Garron however wasn't even aware 
that it was missing. 

11 Since the Boven pool is currently being “reconditioned”, and has no water in it, it is safe to say that 
the chances of getting to swim is nil. 

14 Once again, for the second year running UCT won the climbing competition. 

15 To complete Dave & Brett's quotation: “Women are carguards, Evil, Satan's Minions, Succubae” If 
you are confused, carguards are the lowest of the low, and (so some people think) so are women. 

17 The Power Puff Girls are the main characters of a brilliant TV series. Buttercup, Blossom and 
Bubbles protect the interests of Townsville, against all kinds of nasties. 

18 Dinko is a “special” lad. And so whenever leaving on a trip, he is sure to take his barfbag with him, 
this normally takes the form of a pick 'n pay bag that is hung around his ears. With his barf bag, 

Dinko is ready for any eventuality. 

19 Not a lot. Although no one actually took their thermometer to the task, an estimate of fifteen degrees 
is probably the most accurate. 

20 As if JAFFA needed any introduction. 

21 You don't need to know that this is the name of a 23- that Dave Glass redpointed to be aware that 
“women ain't nothing but trouble”. 

22 This one is thanks to Tim's sick mind. Milk, milk, lemonade, round the corner, chocolate cake. Use 
your sick-o imagination to figure this one out or don't if you want to remain pure at heart. 

24 210 Mooiplaats is the location of The Barn. That's where the competition was held for the still 
confused ones out there. 

28 Mattieu will inform you, while doing sit-ups, push-ups, and running, that rest days are for fingers 
only. 

29 The toll road which one needs to drive 1,3km on to Boven costs only a mere twenty Rand. What is 
all of the fuss about? 

30 Well you might be thinking Switzerland, but that ain't the Heidi we're talking about here. This hot babe 
from Sweden was cranking up most routes that most of us were only dreaming about. We never new 
her real name, but Heidi seemed like a good one, and so that is how it will stay. 

33 According to the Mattieu training guide, it is necessary to carry two rocks while running back to the 
camp site. This will help you to maintain optimal fitness. 

36 As if this was a hard question. Everyone knows that Leanne put in a grand total of zero hours 
training. (For the climbing that is, you can be sure she put in a good few hours of training for the 
alcoholic beverage drinking aspect of the trip.) 
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Anything that 
Floats 

Step Races 
Trolley Races 


Polystyrenatea Water 


18) Which club member has 
the ability to walk on water? 
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ULTIMATE KLDOFING 


Suicide Gorge 


By: Martin Degele 
Leader: DaveAcott 
Date: 2 March 

I was under the impression that initiation 
was a thing of the past. No longer were 
you going to have to prove yourself 
worthy to the club by performing some 
ridiculously dangerous 
task for the amusement of 
others. I was wrong. 

It was a fine 
Thursday morning. Slowly 
but surely everyone 
pitched up at the info 
centre and by 7am we 
started on the journey out 
to the mountains. Soon it 
began to drizzle. This 
hardly dampened our 
spirits and we continued to 
the agreed meeting spot 
where some of us downed 
some coffee to warm 
ourselves up a bit. 

Eventually everyone 
arrived and we decided to 
soldier on to Suicide 
Gorge and make up our 
minds there as to whether or not we would 
continue with the hike as planned or turn 
around. 

We continued. Being in¬ 
experienced, I was completely unprepared. 
I had brought along two apples for food and 
a bottle of juice, which I polished off before 
we even left UCT. I also had no wetsuit, or a 
set of warm 'dry' clothes for when we 
returned. I did however have a pair of old 
shoes and a jersey, which should 
(theoretically) keep me warm, had it not 
been raining. 

We reached our parking spot and 
started the hike towards Suicide Gorge. 
Some of the people were chatting and 
getting to know each other. I was getting 
wet and hungry. My apples didn't last very 
long. The scenery was intense - there was 
thick mist all around us and you could 


hardly see 200 meters ahead. It looked as if 
the world ended there. 

We continued walking, going ever 
higher into the mountains and passing 
some small waterfalls on the way. We 
reached the beginning of Suicide Gorge 
and stopped for a quick bite to eat - well 
those that had brought enough food with 
them did. Some of us put 
on wetsuits, while some of 
us wished we had 
wetsuits. Dave Acott gave 
us the typical “this is the 
point of no return” speech 
and we all sauntered off 
into the water and over the 
first waterfall. 

The water was 
cold, very cold. The jumps 
were easy and the water 
flowed gently down the 
river. It was right about 
then that I realised I should 
have left my jersey in the 
car because all it was 
doing was weighing me 
down in the water and 
keeping me cold on land. 
Slowly but surely the 
jumps got higher, the little stream turned 
into a river, and the water didn't get any 
warmer. This was right about where the fun 
started ebbing out of my adventure. Having 
already slipped once and nearly fallen into 
a high-speed tube, I treaded carefully when 
we reached the ledge to the 6-meter jump - 
clearly not carefully enough because I 
slipped and slid all the way over to the edge 
where we were supposed to jump off. 
Looking back at a photo of that jump, I think 
I would have come off a bit worse for wear 
had I fallen off the ledge. 

As we moved on, I started shivering, 
as it was about 51.4 degrees on my body 
thermometer. It was about this time when 
we reached “the Big Jump” - the one that 
we could climb down if we wanted to, which 
I wanted to do. There was no way to climb 
down because by now the little stream had 
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become a torrent. Much to my dismay I had 
to walk along a ledge (about 1 mm wide) 
with my back to the impending drop, 
(supposedly 12 meters). I took one look 
over the edge, said a quick word of 
confidence to myself, and taking a deep 
breath, I jumped. About half an hour later I 
hit the water. 

Now this is the only bit about the 
journey that I'm not too certain about trying 
to work out whether or not I nearly drowned 
after the 11 meter jump I just mentioned, or 
whether I nearly drowned at a jump a few 
meters down the river. For arguments' sake 
I'll pretend it was the “huge” jump. What 
happens after you successfully complete a 
jump is that you swim to safety. On this 
occasion, though I thought I'd save 
somebody some time and grab his or her 
rucksack, which happened to be floating 
about a meter off to my left. So after a few 
strokes I grabbed the bag. And then the bag 
pulled me into the worst couple moments of 
my life thus far. I'm not the world's best 
swimmer and what I'd just done was get 
myself pulled into a nasty eddy current. All 
this adds up to me not being able to get 
away from the eddy current and eventually 
being sucked underwater for a good couple 
seconds before I managed to surface my 
sorry ass. I'd let go of the bag in the mean 
time and swam for more than I was worth 
and lo and behold - I survived. An 
observant comment was made by Dave as 
I gathered my breath “That eddy current 
wasn't too good for you was it?” 

Somebody noticed that I was 
turning a rather nasty shade of blue, 
obviously brought on by the rather nippy 
weather. Then my knight in shining armour 
made himself known: “Here Martin, you 
want my wetsuit?” Lionel said. I gratefully 
accepted and stripped to my rods and put 
on the wetsuit, leaving Lionel to trounce 
around in my shorts and a T-shirt. And this 
is where the entire trip started to become a 
little bit more fun. I soon warmed up and 
managed to continue in relative comfort, 
but this is where everyone else's problems 
started. The further we went down the river 
the stronger and more violent the water 
became. We reached a fork where we were 


supposed to turn around and start hiking up 
a different river. There was no way we'd 
have been able to go up the river 
considering how tough it was to cross it. To 
get out of Suicide Gorge we'd need to cross 
the river and there were no places to do it 
safely, so Dave, the hero, tied a rope 
around his waste and attempted to swim 
across a narrow portion of the river. No 
sooner had he jumped into the water, than 
he was dragged a short distance 
downstream by the ferocious current. 
Fortunately we had strong people holding 
onto the rope and they eventually pulled 
Dave back onto wet land. I believe it was 
Richard who managed to find a way 
across, which involved jumping and 
grabbing hold of a hand on the other side. 
Once everyone was across lunch was 
served. 

Now, compared to the actual 
kloofing experience, the hike back to our 
cars was rather uneventful. We all made it 
back to the parking lot and some of us got 
out the towels and changed into dry 
clothes. But the day wasn't over yet. We still 
had to drive all the way back to Cape Town. 
But fortunately I passed out from 
exhaustion in the back seat. For me 
Suicide Gorge was slowly becoming part of 
the past, a story to tell my grandchildren to 
show them that I was once an adventurer! 
Granted, by then some of the details will 
have been adlibbed a tad. Something to 
the effect of, “It was hurricane season and 
we had to jump off a hundred meter cliff.” 
But until then I doubt I'm going to forget 
much about the day I went down Suicide 
Gorge. 


19. What is both a bird & a tent ? 

20. Which SAfilm is being shown at 

the Banff film festival ? 

21. How many people attended 
the Fresher’s Country Meet 
this year? 

22. What event did David Gywnn 

Evans feel breasts without 
getting slapped? 

Answers on page 60 
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BEN THE KNIGHT YIELDS TO DEVILISH PAVE 


Devil's Peak Ice Cream Challenge 


By: Richard Mauchle 
Leader: Ben Knights 
Date: 4 March 

W hen ominous dark rain clouds 
drew the curtain over Friday the 
3 rd Marcb'ssunset, one knew the 
gods had to smile for Saturday's challenge to 
commence. As it happened, the Devils Peak 
Ice Cream Challenge began on a morning 
with a crisp blue sky unmatched so far up to 
that point in the year. 

Mention must be madeofsomeofthe 
hectic preparation visible before we left. 
Scientific [argon for cooling flew out the 
window along with talk of liquid nitrogen and 
the like, and into the ring stepped good old 
fashion insulation. Wolraad Euvrard took the 
honours for preparedness - with a sleeping 
bag wrapped around newsprint, wrapped 
around plastic, wrapped around another 
'secret combination', and finally polystyrene. 
Frozen ice cream was the keyword but bis 
packing looked ridiculous... 

As this was an ice-cream challenge, 
half the fun was just seeing who got their 
'stuff' up to the peak before it melted- Two 
hours of sun could be murderous to chances 
of impressing the former winner and current 
judge, Ben Knights. The idea behind the 
challenge was to present him with your 'dish' 
in the most lavish, passionate and creative way 
possible. As the prize was [ust a T-shirt, it was 
all done for good fun, great views and of 
course, free ice cream. Yup, those who slept in 
on that morning missed out on some great 
freebies. 

In good spirits 6 guys and 1 girl made 
the long walk up Devils Peak. After some 
quick view appreciation and starters, the 
throne (in the form of a bean-bag lugged up 


by the judge himself) came out, and the 
competition began. All the competitors 
presented to Ben their own unique version of 
performance art and then proceeded to spoil 
him with their 'offerings'. Some of the 
highlights were Dave Gwynn-Evans 
transforming himself into a big-breasted 
island native offering "lost treasures" be won 
in trademark style. Wolraad's impressive ice 
cream with heated blue berries served in 
opulent top-hat dress went a long way too 
unfortunately it bad been done before. 
Satisfied and smiling, all participants posed for 
Dave Acott and friend who had scrambled up 
another route in record time. Plenty of ice 
cream was passed around but eventually fell 
prey to the blazing sun and bloated stomachs. 
All who made the effort bad some great fun 
and with stunning views. Next year, we expect 
more people (spectators are welcome)! 
There's nothing like sitting on Devil's Peak, 
gazing over the sea whilst eating cold ice 
cream sundaes... See you next year! 
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BOLAND 90 HIKING CH AL LENGE 


By: Mandy paton-Ash 
Dates: 28-30 September 

Ladies team: Kerry Botha, Christina Jongens, Mandy paton-Ash and Ruth Woudstra (leader) 
Men’s Team: WolraadEuvrard, Gavin Greenwood, Dave Glass and Adriano Iorio (leader). 



S lightly apprehensive but excited for the challenge that lay ahead, we arrived at the venue that 
would be the starting and finishing point for each of the next three days. After setting camp and 
registering, all the teams met in the official tent for the welcome ceremony. The race was 
outlined, teams and sponsors introduced, and prizes displayed as an incentive to all. The night ended 
with all four girls squashed into one tent while the four guys spread themselves out in luxury in the 
remaining 3 tents! 

The race kicked off with a section of 
orienteering in which we more then once chanced across a 
station (with a little help from a team we called our “50 metre 
friends”). We were given the unique opportunity of 
experiencing the beauty of the area that we were hiking in. The 
stretch before lunch soon made us realise the enormity of the 
challenge that we were partaking in and it was a huge relief to 
take off our packs which weighed collectively 48 kg (minus 
sleeping bags which we had decided to leave behind that day). 

After a thorough equipment check, out came 
the cooling foot spray and a well-deserved rest was had. We arrived at the lunch hut just in time to see 
the guys set off and we marked their progress by Dave's orange beacon until they were out of sight. 

We arrived back in camp at the end of day 1 blistered, sore and exhausted but pleased to have the 
first 31km behind us. The next morning came only too soon and we weighed in ready to start just after 
breakfast. (Slightly heavier this time as sleeping bags had been added to our packs). We had become 
known on the previous day as one of the few Ladies teams competing and were thus encouraged along 
by marshalls and competitors alike. A strong sense of togetherness and support helped us complete the 
last section of the morning: a long knee-jolting downhill, to arrive at the lunch stop where priority was 
given to the removal of boots and refreshing of feet. Several mental battles were fought and won (just) 
on the afternoon's section of trail. Regular chocolate- and water breaks made it easier to grit teeth and 
walk on when some fantastic swim spots almost tempted us into giving in! 

The true challenge of the day presented itself in the last 3 kilometres when we 
encountered Horrible Hill (or should I say it encountered ws!) As the name suggests, the climb was far 
from easy, especially with 60km already behind us. A strength gathering and rather hysterical rest was 
taken at the bottom, where Ruth provided some light comedy as we laughed at her expression at seeing 
the group ahead of us zig-zag again and again and again without seeming to make any progress. But we 
conquered and were rewarded with some much needed help that night in the form of massage and a visit 
to the nearest shop for ice-cream, chocolate, and let's not forget the Lemon Twist! 

The third and final day was the one that truly tested our resolve and for a while I found myself 

teetering on the edge, realising that it would be so much 
easier just to give up. Luckily we all pushed on through the 
pain (not without some tears from both Chris and myself) 
and arrived almost in one piece at the lunch stop. Sheer 
determination and a growing sense of elation to finish 
propelled us onwards over the last 10km. We arrived at the 
finish line exhilarated, ahead even of our guys (yes we 
know you started 30 minutes after us!) We were even more 
excited to hear that we had won the ladies section. Thanks 
to the team, girls and guys, you were great! 
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LORDS OF THE PEAKS 
THREE PEAKS CHALLENGE 


By: Francis Percy and Wesley Warild 
Leader: Ben Knights 
DATE: 8 October 

A s winter loosened its last dying grip on 
the cool earth, a lonely traveler thirsty 
for adventure wandered below the 
Devil's footrest, intent on reaching the place 
of meeting where the partakers of the quest 
would gather. And so the epic saga of the 
Three Peaks Challenge began once more... 

A vague sense of jovial urgency 
cloaked us, as we set out later than planned 
due to the effects of a riotous celebration the 
night before. Our entrepid leader Ben, and 
his sidekick Sam, boldly strode forth up the 
first peak, navigating dangerous paths and 
perilous precipices. The team soon began to 
bond with the strong aiding and encouraging 
those who felt a little less than adequate for 
the task at hand, as the first vague hints of 
fatigue settled into limbs unused to these 
challenges. Lion's Head seemed a distant 
ghost, in the clear crisp blue of the sky. 

The path was long and hot, though we 
paid scant attention to this as we wandered in 
a world of breathless beauty spring had 
arrived in full splendour with an entourage of 
birds, bugs, fauna and flowers. Once again 
our leader came to our rescue! Lest we 
become spellbound, unable to tear our minds 
from the majesty around us, he supplied an 
endless ream of entertaining articles on the 
heroes that came before, leaving us to discern 
the hidden truth within. It was indeed very 
well hidden. 

Our path took us across the Edge of 
the Devil's Knife, sharpened in gleeful 
anticipation of a morning snack. And so we 
battled our way up Devil's peak beating back 
the evil acid spitting Blister Bushes and 
coming out on top victorious. The First Peak 
had fallen! 

Then the evil Lord of Something or 
Other did horrible things to our leader, and 
spirited him away, replacing him with a 


shadow of darkness! An evil, glowering, 
malignant, mean-spirited creature; he 
whipped us on, giving us no respite from the 
harsh monotony that had become our base 
existence. 

Trudging on through scree and scrub, 
we came to the foot of the Ledges of Doom, 
cousin to the infamous Cliffs of Insanity. 
Stopping to consider our next strategy, we 
took sustenance to replenish our waning 
strength and quench our burning thirst. Here 
we shared things deep and profound, like 
cucumbers, chocolate, and the correct 
method of cutting an avocado. 

Convinced once more of our 
invincibility, we marched forth. Except for 
Ruth, who marched fifth. In a manner to 
make Catherine Zeta - Jones jealous, we 
manoeuvered ourselves through cracks and 
crags, climbing ever higher, higher... 

With encouragement and guidance 
from our resident rock spider Wes, and 
overcoming the fear within, Phil 
demonstrated, with skill and finesse, how to 
perform the perfect Dynamic Fist Jam. 
Whilst waiting for others to scale the imposing 
wall, we were greeted by the local Thar, a 
mountain goat that is not worth the hunt 
they climb cliffs like James Bond downs 
Martinis and women. 

Haggard and weary we crested the 
Table Top, and beheld the Pools of Life! 
Plunging into the icy waters a few of the 
gathered adventurers revitalised their spirits 
and soles. The rest gathered what hydrogen 
oxide they could find in the so recently empty 
life-bearing vessels, carried lovingly from the 
vale beneath. 

A joyful spring came into our step as 
the Second Peak came into view. The light 
breeze played a merry dance in our sweat - 
laden hair, as we climbed and conquered the 
highest peak. The thought of being on the 
homeward stretch lifted weary spirits. After a 
light snack, we raised our eyes to the horizon, 
to where those of unadventurous spirit flew 
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up from the valley below in cars of air to walk 
the paved and severely beaten paths and 
feed the Rodents of Unusual Size. 

Walking along the Edge of the World, 
we came to a fork in the road. A weather 
ravaged sign indicated that this was 'Not An 
Easy Way Down'. Easy? Easy? We laugh in 
the face of easy! Bruhahahahahahahaha... 

We soon discovered the meaning of 
the sign as the torture factor of the route 
increased exponentially. In a final frontal 
assault upon us, the Peaks hurled a great 
Horde of their finest Blister Bushes in our 
path. But with inestimable skill and cunning, 
we eluded the potent vegetation, leaving 
them to wait in anticip...ation for more 
ignorant and careless victims. 

'Be-e-e-e-en ... Are we there y-e-e-e- 
et?' A lonely voice echoed from the rear of 
the column. But no! No respite for us poor 
mortals! The whip sang it's angry tune as we 
were driven onwards and downwards, 
through the Window of India, down to the 
fringe of civilisation, down to our knees. 

As Sol's steps grew weary in the 
afternoon haze, we looked up to the final 
Goal: Lion's Head! Sacrificing our meagre 
supplies for the sake of expediency, the 
haggard troupe ascended the smallest yet 
largest peak in the mind of the nigh paralytic. 
Limbs no longer functional, energy depleted 
to severely sub-optimal levels, this last leg of 
the journey was done by heart, courage and 
shear will power. A race against time ensued 
as Sol continued his implacable step to the 
heart of Neptune. Again the whip sears the 
air! On and up we clawed our way, bleeding 
and bruised. 

Tears of triumph traced a map-work 
of lines on dust caked cheeks when the path 
leveled and the gravel under travel worn 
shoes turned to paved pebbles and concrete. 
Too exhausted to cheer, we collapsed after 
one last final climb onto the Lion's Crown, 
shining in the golden glow of the sinking sun. 
Here the moment was captured for all 
eternity, as a reminder for those who follow, 
should they dare. 


Faces glowing despite the evening 
cool, we lingered to witness the quiet passing 
of Sol into the arms of Poseidon, the sky 
painted a soft mural of lamentation for the 
passing of another day. Conversing quietly of 
things gone by and things before, we 
remained whilst the warmth of the day eased 
from the earth to roll gently into the coming 
night. We stayed there until Luna showed her 
opalescent face, iridescent in her shy 
splendour. And then came the road back... 



Epilogue: 

Some dared to go further, threatening the Big 
Walk the following morn. For me, well, my 
sentiments are summed up quite succinctly in 
the words of another great adventurer: 

The Road goes ever on and on 
Out from the door where it began. 

Now far ahead the Road has gone, 

Let others follow it who can! 

Let them a journey new begin, 

Butlat last with weary feet 
Will turn towards the lighted inn, 

My evening-rest and sleep to meet. 
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Answers to Quiz Questions 




1. a Fourteen (bonus mark: thirteen) 

.b Twelve 

2. The General was the largest pine tree on Zuurberg, and 

commanded all the pines on Zuurberg. 

3. The longest swim in the Witels 

4. Pathbuilding 

5. Andy Louis 

6. Nothing! 

7. The clean-up / the hangover / waking next to somebody 

whose name you don’t know 

8. Three 

9. Mafia 

10. Uhuru Peak 

11. a Granite 

.b Desert Rose 

12. The Atlas Mountains, Morocco 


Ruwanda / Democratic Republic of Congo 

Civil War 

Quitaraju 

Cordillera Blanca, Peru 

The ill-fated 1996 pre-monsoon Everest season 
9 780333695272 

First person to climb all 14 8000 m 
peaks 

First person to solo Everest 
First person to climb Everest without 0 2 
Dr Ian Woods 
Barry Gildenhuys 
A Kestrel 

Nick Good’s film of Andrew de Klerk 
BASE jumping from Oceans of Fear. 

109 (also acceptable: 112, 116) 

Devil’s Peak Ice Cream Challenge 


13. a 
.b 

14. a 
.b 

15. a 
.b 

16. 


GUESS THE CLIMB - Answer: 

Swan Lake at the Mine. 


"So where is this Hoare House anyway?" 

Nadia Neophytou at the Freshers Country Meet 


Special thanks to Cape Storm and X-Country for your prompt and professional dealings with 
the MSC Journal Committee. 
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“The world is so empty if one thinks only 
of mountains, rivers and cities; but to 
know someone here and there who thinks 
and feels with us, and though distant, is 
close to us in spirit - this makes the earth 
for us an inhabited garden.” 

Johann von Goethe 


